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Chapter 1 


Many more dreams keep pushing passed my consciousness to the point of 
strangling what little reality rests between my now bulging eyes. No amount 
of aspirin has been able to relieve my pain that has accumulated over many 
days. Just when I think that my pain is abating to a manageable throb it 
comes rushing back in sharp agonizing jolts. Delirium is now my constant 
companion; never more than a minute spent in blessed normalcy until the 
visions invade. 


These visions are not average pictures or glimpses of some future life or that 
of terrestrial participants staging some crossing into the tangible world; no, 
these visions are unworldly views on some equally out of this world 
environment. With each unearthly terrifying scene that is shot into my brain 
comes an equally frightening transformation. Not knowing or wanting to 
confirm whether my human state is being subjugated by a more powerful off 
world entity I just allow this power to engulf me hoping that it is just some 
passing phase. 


My transformation or transmutation becomes more acute over time. 
Realizing that this must be something completely abnormal I’ve started to 
seek out mirrors frequently throughout the day. No outward physical signs 
are visible other than my bulging eyes that only resemble someone whose 
sleep has been interrupted for many weeks. 


Orange yellowish holes are pushing up through my skin but only on my 
legs, which are easily hid in this, coldest of winters. With the appearance of 
these sores my urge to add more sugar to my coffee has become so intense 
that I’ve started carrying in my pocket this zip lock bag of sugar. Where I 
used to only add about two teaspoons to my below average coffee cup my 
desire for pure sugar has eclipsed the enjoyment of my morning coffee so I 
now scoop half a cup of sugar into the cup. My hand shakes uncontrollably 
in my thinning fingers that hold this coffee syrup to my fully expanded 
mouth. Gulping greedily I practically choke on the gooey mixture. But 
afterwards a feeling of intense energy washes over my sweat covered body. 


It’s been approximately one week since I’d started experiencing these 
terrifying visions of a place not recognizable at first but somehow now less 
terrifying than originally believed. They seem to be conveying a new 
improved meaning indistinguishable in my prior form. For now the changes 
in my body are becoming so profound that I dare not leave my home. My 
hair is now gone, my face resembles some sort of yellow large saucer eyed 
insect, with a small holed mouth, and my former nose having rotted off 
being replaced by this almost invisible slit that expands and contracts as I 
breathe. 


What is inconceivable is the fact that I’m not frightened by my new 
appearance but accept it as part of who I’ve become — this unknown creature 
that has carried with it a mind that is now devouring my thoughts. 


Finally, the merge is complete. I’m no longer plagued by having to share a 
skull with a primate brain that was clearly losing its primitive fight for 
survival — it has been vanquished. This drooling beast of imperfection that 
endeavored to live longer than any other host no longer tarnishes my 
memories of my world. This process is always the most soiling part of the 
parasitic experience because moving into a new host through some exposed 
opening to the brain momentarily overpowers the senses with their 
insignificant life experiences - until they can be eliminated. 


The landing of our spacecraft out in some remote prairie expanse in the 
western United States facilitated the release of my brethren into the wilds of 
this fresh host filled world. We crawled out of our canisters slithering in all 
directions. Some of us were more fortunate at finding hosts early on than 
others who expended precious stores of energy futilely traveling great 
distances without striking upon a victim. 


I on the other hand had been fortuitous in wiggling up the steps of a 
farmhouse belonging to a solitary farmer named Jerry Vaughn. Moving 
through the crack in the floor and the baseboard of the front door silently 
creeping along in between a small forest of fabric my destination was 
assured. Feeling the warmth ever so barely being emitted down the stairs I 
slowly made my way to Jerry’s room on the second floor. This time the 
opening under this interior door was enormous allowing me to glide into the 
bedroom. Lying on the bed in a peaceful sleep oblivious to everything other 
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than his dreams laid Jerry. Carefully grabbing hold of the bed sheets I 
gathered all my strength and vaulted up to an opening surrounded by a 
fleshy protuberance. From this point forward my survival was guaranteed 
upon entering the species in this path closest to his brain. Once eating into 
the cerebral cortex I injected the juice that would eventually jellify his brain 
converting his genetic makeup into mine — all was ready, it proceeded nicely 
given that my recall of these past events is superb. 


Now that I’d assumed my new form it was now time to advance the 
frequency and number of transformations. Our survival depended upon not 
being noticed among the general population until we outnumbered the native 
species over an ever-increasing geographical area. The news reports being 
televised around the clock on the image projection screen downstairs in my 
ex-host’s living space indicated that our invasion was progressing nicely. A 
female of their species who was reporting the news of the transformations 
and invasion was hysterical, almost to the point of panic. They had footage 
of our spacecraft incinerating whole squadrons of primitive attack aircraft 
that had been called out to defend their backward planet against what they 
termed “the enemy”. No sooner would they bring up reinforcements to be 
sacrificed on the front lines of battles extending across the planet and others 
already far enough along in their transformation would fire on their former 
native compatriots. 


With this drama having played out time and time again on worlds too 
numerous to contemplate we knew that it was only a matter of days before 
we would completely overrun their small home. In the end no trace of their 
species would remain aside from skeletons buried in the ground. The 
artifacts, buildings, and any other tangible evidence would be all that 
remained on the surface of a world once populated by an extinct primate 
race. Others who happened to travel to this remote blue ball a century from 
now would ponder how an entire civilization vanished in the shadow of a 
vibrant advanced yellow species. 


Cataloging the rise and inevitable decline of yet another offshoot of our 
genetically impure species was a task for our many Anthropologists who 
traveled across the universe piecing our various experiences on thousands of 
“living spaces”. For something wasn’t right. Why were we forced to exist 
off of other species and left to die on remote worlds far from our home 
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planet? Being an aberration of the natural order, some rejected leftover from 
a creator’s experience gone bad, ours was a life of intellectual spurts 
followed by long protracted spells of bodily degeneration. The type of 
planet, its environment, and the species type that we used in regeneration 
didn’t affect the certain outcome of widespread deteriorating death that 
awaited our blighted species. In a sense it was the justice of the Supreme 
Being who acted out on us his patently wrong complete failure at probably 
his first try at creation. Or maybe we were entirely off base in our theories. 
Maybe we’d been cast from heaven for some disgusting act that infuriated 
the Supreme Being? Over billions of years we’d pieced together some sort 
of societal framework that radiated back to our place of origin — our home a 
star system near the center of the Andromeda galaxy. 


Once a planets native population had been extinguished we’d always 
attempt to locate our place of origin out among the stars. Eventually, 
spacecraft would once again fill the sky of the host planet to reestablish 
contact with their distant comrades — scientists, and others of our 
disconnected race would disembark and once again speedily build up our 
culture. A cultural blueprint would be ‘unrolled’ over the usually 
rudimentary forms of organization. From this our implanted framework for 
integration into the larger collective was linked: a complete governmental 
structure emanating out from our home world would emerge. First came the 
establishment of a foothold on a new planet through the overpowering and 
eventual elimination of an intellectually capable organism. The second 
phase involved the development of a rudimentary societal structure. Lastly, 
our brothers and sisters out in space would visit us in an attempt to overlay 
our advanced societal structure directly on top of the primitive loose 
organizational structure. 


Jerry Vaughn (the farmer) had ceased to exist has a member of his planetary 
primate pack. Every trace of Jerry Vaughn had been genetically transformed 
into Ewock-Tu, a new generation of the Tu line. A few hundred off-spring 
released out into sparsely populated areas of this planet would be sufficient 
to inculcate billions that over time would outnumber the vast population of 
native species that felt secure in their sheer numbers. 


It had now been two weeks since we were forced to engage the valiant but 
inferior military forces of this planet in the battle for the successful spread of 
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our progeny. Typical to our unbroken, unyielding, and undeterred progress 
at seeding our successive generations we expected no problems from these 
predictable simians. 


They never acknowledged to themselves: basically refused to admit that 
anything could possibly threaten their peaceful little structured lives 
wrapped neatly around work, sleep, copulation, eating, and relaxation. So 
while the transformations and military battle razed more of their friends, 
neighbors, and fellow Homo sapiens every single day, those not directly 
affected never missed a beat in their rituals of living. The governments of 
this distorted illusion addicted culture aided our cause by naturally adhering 
to their role of feel good propagandists by continually proclaiming in every 
media outlet that “everything was under control, and they were making 
headway at eradicating the invaders”. Of course not a word of these lies was 
true because we had progressed to the point in our plan that our estimates 
suggested we would completely annihilate this socially inept species 
sometime within the next four weeks. 


In all fairness their reaction was not much different than other species we 
had vanquished but what was peculiar was their unwavering belief in their 
esteemed community of experts who were constantly wrong in their 
predictions. They would probably uphold an expert’s opinion with profound 
trust right to the last of their kind to take a breath on this the graveyard of 
their race. With their fighter planes coming screeching down from thousands 
of feet in the air burning a trail of black smoke in front of their cars heading 
to work we’d finally assumed that they were immune to reality. In their self- 
absorbed state their reaction was tinged with indignation — “no way would 
these aliens intrude upon my picture perfect existence”. In their minds 
(while they still had them) these events even though they might point to the 
eventual termination of their species would only instill more glimmers of 
hope in this race of illusionists - even when looking out the window at their 
burning cities. This incoherent behavior only accelerated their demise; it 
was their refusal to believe in a catastrophe of unparalleled proportions that 
left them exposed and unprepared for the worst; we had an open field from 
which to pick our prey. 


dk Ae 2 
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Sue stopped going to work about the time the “Emergency Broadcast 
System’s” shrill metallic voice interspersed warning tones started stating 
with regularity that “This is an emergency. The United States is under 
attack. President Justin Cruz has issued a state of emergency but wants to 
assure all the citizens that everything is under control.” Noticing how short a 
message was given Sue thought it best to get the hell out of the city knowing 
full well that major population centers are the first targets of any enemy bent 
upon subduing a large country with a larger population. 


Having served in the Marines for fifteen years reaching the rank of Colonel 
her experience told her what she needed to do. She grabbed a suitcase from 
the closet and started filling it with essential clothes, pulled the emergency 
rations box out from the top shelf, and another box filled with miscellaneous 
essentials. All these preparations were made in the event some group of 
wacko terrorists or other extremist group decided to create havoc in a more 
prosaic terrestrial manner — no matter, if her training taught her anything it 
was that disasters came in many flavors none of them tasty. 


With these essentials along with her most cherished lifesaver, her Smith & 
Wesson nine-millimeter semi-automatic handgun including an entire box of 
ammo Sue flew out the door jumping into her Jeep Wrangler. She was now 
in full military mode: planning, strategizing, observing, all wrapped around 
her endlessly highly tuned split second thinking mind. Turning the radio on 
once the ignition key had started her jeep she sped away down her street. 
She quickly glanced in amazement at her neighbors who were picking up the 
newspaper from the lawn or getting into their cars to go to work — all in an 
unbroken rhythm Sue could not comprehend. The radio announcer was 
calmly relating the events of the past half hour when reports starting coming 
in from all over the world of people who had sighted “yellow creatures” and 
thousands of “red triangle spacecraft appearing over power plants, and 
military bases.” 


Sue left the early morning bustle of the city for a road that went straight up 
into the mountains. Her destination was a rustic cabin she’d purchased a 
couple of years ago; a secluded, unfrequented route that she hoped would 
provide enough cover from what might become a protracted conflict. But 
first she must stop and pick up her most important passenger at the Audubon 
camp on the way to the cabin. 
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Nothing would have prevented her from reenlisting in a fight to protect her 
community and her nation but for the fact that someone too small to stand 
on his own needed a mother. John whom she had just ten years ago was the 
only family left for anyone who’d been close to Sue was now resting six feet 
underground, including her husband. Fickle was the word that best 
explained the curves that had been thrown Sue’s way for one short year after 
her marriage to Wayne Preston he died of some rare blood disease gasping 
his last breathes on a hospital bed during most of New Year’s Day. 


Now, this instant, when full blown destruction waited at the door she felt a 
familiar strength surging through her blood for she was a natural born leader 
— a survivor, a fierce force when stirred. Realizing early on that she couldn’t 
possibly protect her son or herself with a simple handgun she whipped the 
car into a space outside Jake’s Gun Shop. Sue stepped out walking up to the 
small shop and opened the steel bar covered door. Calling to her friend she 
raised her voice. “Hey, Jake — It’s Sue.” Not hearing a sound but the drop, 
drop, drop coming from the restroom in the corner she said louder “Jake 
come on out its Sue — I’d like to buy a gun.” That was unusual for Jake 
who'd never leave his shop unattended filled to the brim with weapons and 
ammo. Hearing some movement in the back room she drew her handgun 
from its holster and slid back flat against the wall. Gradually she advanced 
with her back flush to the wall towards the back room. Making her way 
through the doorway expertly pointing her weapon in a semi-circle she 
advanced. 


When she first saw one of these alien invaders her distinct impression was 
disbelief at how utterly ugly these yellow puss dripping parasites were up 
close. Knowing now where Jake was she aimed and fired point blank at the 
sickening yellow creature. It fell instantly to the ground like a bouncing 
bowl of gelatin. No time remained. She hurriedly opened the drawer next to 
the cash register where Jake kept his keys and after finding the number on 
the lock of a Colt AR-15A3 Tactical Carbine she located the key that 
matched opening the lock and releasing this weapon into her hands. It was a 
fine weapon with a long stock, excellent grip, and superb site. Now looking 
quickly in the back room she spotted a case of 5.56mm ammunition that 
would once loaded make this highly capable semi-automatic a fearsome 
weapon in her skilled hands. She was now ready to fight off any slithering 
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upright yellow parasite that tried to kill either her or her son. Lugging the 
case of ammo into the trunk of her car she tore open the crate and grabbed 
three clips placing one in the weapon. Opening her car door she dropped the 
weapon on the passenger seat and placed the two extra clips in the extra 
space on the shift console — just in case. Starting the car and shifting it 
quickly into drive she left the curb heading with more urgently to pick up 
her son. 


It was abundantly clear to Sue that these invaders meant to seal the fate of 
humankind in their death grip. Her job was now to survive unnoticed with 
her son in a high altitude climate like an eagle constantly watching, ready to 
jump to action at a moment’s notice if they were spotted. Speeding down the 
road that became more treacherous from the tighter curves she became 
molded to the car that tore towards her son’s camp. 
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Chapter 2 


Flashes of brilliant orange-yellow vibrating bursts filled the night sky. 
President Justin Cruz was proving to be a resilient determined leader in the 
face of certain annihilation. Determined to die before releasing his nation 
into the hands of his enemy he was throwing every asset he could muster at 
our military; we were extending the stay of our military force way past our 
original estimates. He was a steely, wily, worthy adversary that deserved our 
respect for standing his ground without waver and lack of conviction. We’d 
never confronted such a passionately fearless species; these primates were 
truly of exceptional character even if grounded in illusion from time to time. 
A few of our planetary sociologists even believed that the ability of human 
beings to escape from the unrelenting demands of reality into their sub- 
conscious allowed them to cope better over the long haul than any other 
species. It was this vast store of steadfast coping that was now impinging 
upon our speedy mass planetary implantation. 


Ewock-Tu was therefore skeptical that they’d be able to subdue the humans 
by defeating their military. There was nothing ordinary about this planetary 
implantation, only problems that kept popping out of the ether. For one, why 
was it so difficult to instill a feeling of fear and hopelessness in this species; 
they surely must realize that they were doomed. Most species that had their 
brains liquefied, at some point or another understood that their fate was 
sealed and just gave up — not these feisty off shoots of apes. In fact, they 
were becoming more of a nuisance with each one of their planetary days that 
clicked off into history. Once they’d broken out of their psychologically 
induced “everything will be just fine” emotional firewall some hidden furry 
was released that would not allow them to accept mass death at the hands of 
alien intruders. Granted, we’d hadn’t vaporized their entire military forces 
that had organized themselves into a single planetary alliance but they most 
certainly must have comprehended that they were not only out “gunned” but 
also no match against our technological phalanx. Regardless, they engaged 
us on the battlefield losing 98% of their forces even when they attempted 
what must be admitted to be ingenious tactical maneuvers. All was for 
naught, for our best military minds concluded that they had at best only a 
few more weeks (a week constituted the elapse of seven of their planetary 
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days) before all that remained of their primitive military ‘machine’ would 
become many detached elemental atoms. These were atoms that would have 
been freed from their molecular bonds during vaporization by our weapons, 
which used energies many times that of an average star. 


Reports were coming in from all the sectors under our control about ongoing 
insurgency. This was not the sporadic unorganized insurgency typical of our 
past eradication campaigns but the highly orchestrated attacks by individuals 
destined for the “Extermination Centers”. 


In truth what we face was not the typical but an odd anomaly that would not 
lie down quietly for any intruder or destroyer of futures regardless of our 
massive unrelenting firepower. So what we risked was the very stock we 
had to conserve in order to allow those Tuoks who face years (sorry for the 
use of this time but I’ve been here to long) of painful agonizing near death 
another chance in the rejuvenated body shell of a claimed host. 


After writing this far too lengthy report of what amounted to a lack of 
progress; a report destined for Tuok high command on his home world of 
Yoron, Ewock sat back in his sling recounting with vivid clarity all these 
events that left him with a feeling of foreboding. There was absolutely no 
way of subduing these unruly turbulent individuals that made up the core of 
this highly adaptable species. They were far to cunning and never used the 
same tactics in any recognizable pattern; in fact there was no pattern to their 
violent spasms of hate exploding in a most unpredictable way, or at any time 
in the most inconceivable locations. 


Ewock felt that eventually they would take a maximum number of body 
shells at a minimum cost in primate lives but this assessment was only based 
upon his faith in past statistics compiled over millions of years of planetary 
implantations. Surely, this current planetary implantation on such a 
nondescript, primitive and helpless world wouldn’t be the exception to this 
rule. There was just one nagging concern that kept tugging harder at 
Ewock’s impeccable logic — this was the first and only primate species 
they’d ever encountered yet alone implanted. 


“Get me Commander Harvon” Ewock waited while the system linked him to 
his most trusted liaison officer. “Harvon here sir” “What is your assessment 
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of our progress to implant the humans at our Extermination Centers? Are we 
having any success in pacifying these club yielding primate packs that keep 
disrupting our plans?” Harvon only recently being promoted to this most 
important of positions after his predecessor failed to deliver results was very 
hesitant in delivering his answer to General Ewock. Should he tell him 
truthfully that not only weren’t they making any progress but that the 
situation was deteriorating with the sweep of their star across the sky? 
Dynon his predecessor was forthright and realistic in his assessments: now 
he is buried under many layers of dirt on this foreign world. No he would 
play it safe by keeping a lid on all information reaching General Ewock in 
the hope that things would improve with time. “General we are making 
excellent progress at not only stomping out these pesky insurgents but 
liquefying a higher number of pacified humans in our now fully operational 
Extermination Centers.” 


Ewock had learned from his long experience comprising many thousands of 
years not to take what was proffered from a subordinate officer at face value 
— always deflate the pronouncements into a more reasonable tenor. What 
Harvon actually meant was that they were having limited success at driving 
their prey into a corner. Evidently, there was still stiff resistance from all the 
human captives held in the pens outside the Extermination Centers or else 
Harvon would have elaborated by providing a more in-depth factual 
analysis. “Golon vore toock, Commander” Ewock broke the communication 
with more foreboding than he’d had at the beginning of yet another long 
day. 


Harvon Zabon understood completely that he was the least favored among 
his Spire to succeed in what had become a difficult post; this tumultuous 
planet overrun with a violent primate species that refused to follow the 
example of a universe that implicitly understood the futility of resistance. 
Resistance against the supreme parasite (the Tuok) died easily among those 
unfortunate to be selected for planetary implantation within a relatively short 
duration of time but not so for these humans. He’d seen every member of 
this breeder species fight by striking out at their captors with bare-knuckled 
fists and any object readily accessible that might deliver a crushing blow. 
Instead of a resigned compliance these unpredictable creatures would have 
to be restrained by solders that would forcefully place them into the 
Conversion Pods. Fighting, they struggled right up until the tube was 
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inserted into their ear canal and our precious offspring was released on its 
journey to their brain matter. Such a love of life we’d never before 
witnessed in any species that we’d converted. The females of their 
immediate clans would spit in our faces and attempt to claw our eyes out 
when not adequately restrained. All would throw insults in their stilted 
earthly languages that proved to me that they’d never submit to their 
annihilation like others before them — they’d never concede that their cause 
for survival was lost. 


These were the conditions that left Harvon with a bad taste in his mouth that 
was some inedible morsel that would not dissolve according to all accepted 
knowledge. He felt he was sent here far removed from Yoron and his 
poddlings because he was the acknowledged “Fixer” who’d righted past 
planetary implantations that were similarly on the verge of heading south. 
But this was very different, so very unique, and absolutely unusual because 
none of his past approaches seemed to be working with these vicious 
organisms; they were seemingly beyond control. 


Rebel attacks in areas that Harvon thought were finally secured for 
harvesting of body shells were subdued temporarily only to erupt hotter at 
greater loss to potential harvestable subjects. No, as Harvon thought about 
his predicament this was not how he wanted to end his illustrious career in 
the Elite Guard he must find a way of extricating himself from this powder 
keg. 


In some distant tangled place in his subconscious he respected a species that 
just didn’t meekly lie down in the face of overwhelming odds but fought 
with all their might. He shared this elemental understanding even though he 
understood so little about breeder species that didn’t have the parasitical 
need to use without asking permission. Somehow these humans of a little 
understood primate stock had captured some essence of spirit that had been 
lacking in all the other rational, intelligently calculating, precise, and 
process bound creatures before them who’d been forced into the Conversion 
Pods against their will. 


The fact of the matter was far too many of Harvons reports were dying at the 
hands of humans than had been the case on previous invasions. These 
statistics though now under reported would most certainly reach a point that 
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would overshadow even the now minor inconsistencies reaching General 
Ewock-Tu. Just the other day (using these terrestrial time measures again) 
an entire squad of soldiers guarding an Extermination Center outside a city 
called Houston was attacked leaving all 200 well trained, armed, and 
experienced guards dead. If that wasn’t the worst of it they released those 
from the holding pens outside the Extermination Center. So now, not only 
must he deal with an unruly population of fighters not meekly giving into 
their inner most fears but also an increasing number of these still wild 
creatures joining pockets of insurgency ready to kill without regard for their 
lives. The losses of these rebels were so high that with each attack most 
never returned, such a terrible loss of potential body shells was a heart 
wrenching waste. So many offspring that would never extend their time or 
begin fresh on their appointed road of taking what they wanted or needed 
from others too weak to resist. 


It was times like these that Harvon yearned for the serenity of home, the 
peaceful tranquility of Yoron. His poddlings were now making great use of 
the intellectual gifts he had bestowed upon them by moving up through the 
ranks of the military state. Proud didn’t convey the level of adulation he felt 
for these excellent examples of parasitic takers he had assisted beyond the 
slithering stage. They were now poised to grab at the highest echelon of 
power. Harvon longed for the atmosphere of sulfuric acid gas, tainted pools 
of waste fluids flowing from factories spewing brownish yellow particles 
into a chemically tainted air. He often fought off fits of depression tied to his 
appointment on this clear blue relatively clean planet infested with its unruly 
breeder species. 


Enough with the insightful realities of his situation: he’d been given a job to 
do by a military government that wouldn’t accept failure in any lowly 
subordinate; their preeminent heights of unimpeachable judgment were 
beyond reproach. Harvon did not have the luxury of questioning the precepts 
of his all-knowing, all seeing, and all understanding government. His only 
course of action was to follow the time-honored approaches from 
millenniums of taker parasites that perpetuated themselves through the use 
of others. 


There had been many attempts by other races to contact the Tuok all with 
the intent of adapting us away from our parasitic desires to procreate using 
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the flesh, bone, and souls of others but all attempts at diverting us from our 
biologically imperative needs failed miserably. One such attempt occurred 
about six hundred years ago when our military government agreed to meet 
with a representative from the Zalon Kingdom on a station circling our 
home world Yoron in the Andromeda galaxy. Sending the highest-ranking 
general in the Zalon military to the talks underscored how fearful all breeder 
species were of our race. The highly respected Prince Zalak who 
commanded their entire galactic force was sent. He led what was probably 
the largest and most technologically advanced military force in the universe. 


Harvon recalled that he was skeptical that any Tuok could ever be convinced 
to stop using organic body shells that resulted in a genetically altered 
cellular structure highly tuned through eons of evolution. Prince Zalak 
accompanied by hundreds of their fleet class white war saucers in escort met 
our government’s second highest-ranking military leader General Varoc-Tu 
also similarly protected on a space station operated by a race of traders. 
When Harvon arrived on the station in the capacity of an assistant to a lesser 
military advisor he found that the entire station had been stripped of nothing 
but a rudimentary table with slings for the Tuok and chairs for the Zalons 
requiring them to face each other. On either side standing behind each 
delegation stood six of their species best soldiers. Neither side trusted the 
other but the Tuoks out of curiosity and the Zalons for more important 
reasons thought the meeting would be a wise investment of time. 


Prince Zalak spoke first without any diplomatic niceties. It must be 
remembered that he was a war-hardened lizard who’d seen far too many 
atrocities in his five hundred year life to allow for the introduction of any 
illusion where reality reigned. To this day Harvon recalled the strong 
guttural voice of this powerful leader of the Zalon military force. 


Prince Zalak suggested that the Tuok join the advanced species of the 
universe and give up their organic planetary implantations. Implantations 
that were detrimental to both other species accepting them and impractical 
from the standpoint of long-term viability because it was requiring them to 
expended ever greater resources to find and control their prey; the less 
advanced species. Speaking for all breeder species of the Milky Way galaxy 
he laid out a proposal that would have allowed the Tuok to continue as a 
viable species. Also offered if the proposal was accepted was the friendship 
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with other species including breeders. Listening to Prince Zalak it wasn’t 
any wonder he’d achieved such esteem among many who’d in some cases 
had even been counted as his enemies for his personality left no doubt that 
he was a leader. What Prince Zalak proposed was that we the Tuok would 
be provided with synthetically engineered artificial body shells that would 
respond to our genetic altering process in the same way that a host species 
body shell’s cells changed to become Tuok in composition. To this day 
Harvon thought that Prince Zalak’s proposal if tested and deemed a viable 
alternative to live species implantation might have allowed his race to 
finally integrate into the community of species instead of constantly being 
outcast creatures, deemed undesirable renegades. 


But logic wasn’t to rule when those who held power were seldom in their 
positions because of merit but only through devious acts. As it turned out the 
leader of Harvon’s delegation from Yoron the less esteemed position hoisted 
General Varoc-Tu scoffed at Prince Zalak’s proposal as being a ploy to 
weaken the preeminent parasitic taker species of the universe. General 
Varoc-Tu even had the audacity to pound his wobbly protrusion on the 
table, stand up and shout a profanity at Prince Zalak and at that point 
Harvon remembered he was walking involuntarily with his delegation 
towards the docking gate. Harvon never once had the opportunity to see 
Prince Zalak’s face since it all happened so fast but he’d always imagined 
that Prince Zalak must have worn a shocked look at that very moment. It 
was to this day a very embarrassing act of arrogance conveyed to beyond 
any doubt the representative of the most honest, decent, and respectful 
species to grace the universe. For it was well known how the Zalon’s would 
go out of their way to protect those in need, maintain peace, and enhance a 
community of divergently caste creatures coexist in tranquility. It was a long 
time ago but Harvon was still emotionally hurt by how his people acted 
through their weak, decadent little leader on that faithful day when they 
were once again thrown out to their solitary existence. 


After so many years nothing had changed, Harvon still considered that his 
government’s unbroken chain of worthless military leaders had been weak 
vain political hacks that couldn’t take decisive bold steps when they were 
required. They were impractical intellectual weaklings that clearly existed 
on the fringes in an untenable realm of illusion where all would continue has 
it had without any significant problems. 
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Well, there were significant problems cropping up that hadn’t been 
anticipated on this planet; Earth. Was it so unusual that after all these eons 
the Tuok would finally come in contact with a race that refused to roll over 
and die? Such were the thoughts running rampant through Harvon’s mind 
when he received word that another three hundred Tuok soldiers had met 
their death outside a place called Denver. It was now obvious to Harvon that 
some form of change was necessary in how his species conducted itself if it 
was to survive in a universe no longer geared towards the survival of the 
fittest. 
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Chapter 3 


Reaching her son’s Audubon camp resting in the woods off of a dirt road 
Sue jammed her jeep into park. She ran to the rustic wood door shoving it 
open so hard that it pounded against the adjoining wall. All eyes looked in 
her direction as she rushed into the room scanning the floor in all directions. 
They’d been playing a game that involved picking the right picture of bird 
from a stack that they held in their hands when the instructor provided a 
description. The cards were now lying on the floor under the still hands that 
had released them in a startled response to Sue’s entry. Spotting John just 
about ten feet from her she grabbed his hand quickly without responding to 
the queries flying from all directions. She simply said while the door was 
closing behind her “We’re out of time.” Moving the automatic weapon and 
cartridges from the passenger’s seat she told John “Quickly, get in sit down, 
and buckle up we’re heading for our cabin.” 


Starting up the jeep Sue pushed the shifter into reverse and then into drive. 
Stepping on the gas her jeep caused a cloud of dust to cover their exit down 
the road. John looked back in what he knew to be a last glimpse at the 
idyllic camp molded close to the base of the mountain; for he had been 
drilled in just such an eventuality — an emergency. Sue glancing over at her 
son while intently focusing on the swerving road that went higher up into 
the mountains told John that “they needed to get to their cabin because for 
the time being it wasn’t safe to return home. For now just sit tight.” Not 
knowing what to think of their speedy get away from camp John realized 
that his mother always had everything under complete control; she was his 
solid rock of reassurance. 


He’d never felt the need to be frightened for his mother was that amazing 
person seldom merged from compassion, love, honesty, decency, strength, 
resolve, and bravery. Realizing that they had a good hour to go before they 
reached the cabin John settled back into his seat and looked down at the city 
below getting smaller with every turn up through the mountain pass. 
Looking out at the peaks of mountains that were almost level with the road, 
covered in blankets of snow, John felt comforted by their familiarity. The 
cabin was their retreat from an outside world. John had come to expect the 
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jeep fully packed for two weeks rolling up to the curb on his last day at 
school. Summer vacations had become very special times when mother and 
son hunted, watched for different species of birds, and sat in front of a 
campfire on the still cold nights; talking endlessly about things whose 
importance was fleeting if not nonexistent. It was simply a time for them to 
forget the bustle of a world too preoccupied “with pursuits of the purse” as 
his mother would say when asked why people always rushed from here to 
there. John realized that this stay away from civilization would probably last 
much longer than a mere two weeks. 


Sue was so preoccupied in scaling the mountain pass on this ribbon of 
asphalt that she completely lost track of time. She only realized how far 
they’d come when she reached their first major landmark; a ski lift area on 
the Continental Divide — the halfway point. Up here the snow never melted 
and there was always a chance that an avalanche might bury the road until a 
road crew once again plowed open this connection back to civilization. 
Knowing full well that they might be up in these mountains for quite some 
time enduring untold number of winter snowfalls she felt confident that 
whatever scouting party was sent up in these mountains would probably 
arrive from the sky not the land. Even if an army could be transported 
through this formidable wilderness across snow that would eventually cover 
your kneecaps she felt there would be scant justification to do so with 
seemingly no more than bears, moose, and assorted lower creatures present. 


Being a professional soldier at heart and by training Sue was constantly 
thinking about all the angles, probabilities, possibilities, and any other slant 
that could safeguard or justify this or that decision. But at this moment, this 
very instant in time, on a continually shifting ‘floor’ of time she was 
relieved that all her planning for a national emergency seemed to have 
meticulously covered all the details. She was conscious that each day would 
infuse new challenges that could conceivably expose a weak spot in her 
defenses; stealth, and cunning aimed at cheating the odds. Therefore she 
kept her well-trained mind in overdrive — always on the lookout, always 
observing, and ready to react in a split second. Being ready for the 
unexpected without caving into emotional trauma was the hallmark of her 
expert military experience; Sue was always ready to be decisive in her 
response to perceived danger. 


ZF 


The jeep passed their landmark the sentinel that was the dividing line 
between all that was civilized and the tough unforgiving natural wilderness 
that would be their home for an untold number of years. Glancing at the ski 
lift as they passed it’s now motionless wheels holding a steel cable with 
small seats dangling still in the windless air Sue noted how their stability all 
that they’d known was now slipping away. There was no stopping the tear 
that had disrupted their relatively stable path toward the predictable; the 
granite walls that held up a glide path toward gradual progress had been 
blown to smithereens. No comforting constants would remain after a few 
more weeks of bombardment and genetic genocide by an enemy intent upon 
liquidating all traces of humankind. This ski lift would remain in her 
thoughts from this day forward. 


They were now humming along in a fairly flat valley guarded by snowy 
peaks. Speeding up to around 75 mph Sue raced through this open range 
instinctively wiry about being exposed in the wide open. It was far too easy 
for an enemy spacecraft to swoop down and force them into its cargo bay for 
transport to eager brain suckers at any number of their camp of horrors. 


John turned back just before they started their tangled accent out of the open 
valley. Huge plumes of black smoke billowed up past the mountain peaks 
reaching well into the stratosphere. “Mom look! In your rear view mirror — 
quick!” Sue instantly riveted her eyes for a split second on the image in the 
mirror. It could only mean one thing — Denver was now gone. Their fate was 
sealed to how well Sue and John could hide far from any other human prey 
sought by the alien predators. They must get to the cabin pronto without a 
second to lose for the scout ships would soon be cresting those mountain 
sentinels in that valley they had just left, searching for refugees fleeing the 
carnage. 


Boom...Boom... Directly overhead about five squadrons of F-22’s broke 
the sound barrier screeching towards the devastation. Reaching for the knob 
to the radio Sue nearly tore it off attempting to turn it on — only static gushed 
from the speakers. Pushing the scan button she heard the dumb droning 
voice from a station broadcasting on the Emergency Broadcast System. “... 
Air Force F22’s were lost in aerial combat over Denver, Seattle, and San 
Francisco today. But given the technological advantage of the enemy these 
losses were minimal. In fact these fighter planes designed specifically for 
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dog fighting of enemy fighters performed brilliantly by shooting down over 
fifty of the enemies’ triangular space craft.” Sssss... The signal was lost. 
She had heard about this amazing feat of aeronautical engineering but never 
truly thought she’d be listening to a radio broadcast describing the prowess 
of these spectacular planes against an enemy that was destroying the towns 
and cities of the United States. Surreal was the only word that could convey 
how she felt after the convergence of all the events that came pummeling 
straight from the heavens. 


Dusk was moving its grey darkness over the Aspen trees; shadows were 
encroaching on the light. The sooner they were off this road in the wide 
open the better. Up ahead the white rock jutted out of the ground butted 
against a tree-covered mountain; this was where their dirt road met the 
pavement. Twice on their trips out to the cabin Sue had missed the sharp left 
turn onto the dirt that passed between two large boulders. Given that the 
road’s gravel barely covered the ground in a direction that hides its narrow 
passage it was easily unnoticed. 


Sue dug the jeep’s tires into the loose gravel bouncing on the dirt path 
passing through the tight entrance in the rocks. Moving swiftly down this 
secluded path for more than ten miles they entered the special beauty that 
availed itself in crisp cool evening air, gently waving tree limbs, and water 
rushing in a small river that followed their path. If tranquility ever resided in 
a peaceful idyllic setting this place their secret refuge from all the 
complications of the outside maintained its unspoiled soul. Their enemy 
may pass swiftly overhead never caring to notice the unnoticed, the 
unsuspected, the insignificant negligible carving in the land hidden under a 
canopy of nature. This was a natural world that shunned the alien who could 
never fathom its pure fresh elegant beauty. Humankind alone was able to 
rejoice in the gifts of a world rich in color and natural pageant. Not one 
instant on any other world could compare to this special place on this 
nondescript planet so very far from the clustered luminosity of the densely 
packed center of the galaxy. Sue understood how very alone they’d both be 
in their sanctuary from hells hand. 


Parking the jeep outside the cabin Sue told John to “Wait here while I check 
things out.” Pulling her handgun from its holster she snapped back into 
military mode first reconnoitering the outside then skillfully moving under 
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the windows in a circle until she wound up at the front door once more. First 
checking to see whether it was locked as they’d always left it upon leaving it 
after their holiday stays. “Good sign at least it was still locked” thought Sue 
as she now entered moving along the inside wall until covering the entire 
circumference of the inside space. “No one’s been here except us — still our 
best kept secret” Sue was relieved that all was progressing well at least up to 
now. She softly called to John to grab a box from the back of the jeep and 
help her bring in the supplies. After a short while both Sue and her son had 
emptied the jeep of the provisions. 


This was to be their long sojourn away from the now perilous civilized 
places far removed from their old home: in fact this may be their new home 
a permanent seclusion from the touch of certain death. 


How she longed for combat in defense of her country, it was a wrenching 
dishonor; her selfish devotion to her only remaining loved one that stopped 
Sue from signing up. John was the future, something her immediate death 
fighting a numerically and technologically superior enemy would extinguish 
in an instant. It was far more important to safeguard, nurture, and teach John 
so that he may be ready with any other children of the future to pull back 
from the enemy that which was theirs when they became adults. Time is 
what was needed badly: time to assess the enemies’ weaknesses, their 
strengths, locations, concentrations, and tactics. 


Light had faded out of the forest leaving them alone. Sitting face to face on 
their kitchen table the lantern wistfully danced white on the walls, ceiling, 
and deep out in the woods spied only by the animals. Stowed away on 
shelves already bursting with supplies stockpiled for any emergency were all 
the ammo cases and provisions Sue packed into the jeep. The cabin 
consisted of one room with two twin beds made up like a bedroom in a 
corner with a couple of dressers, a bed stand, a woodstove, kitchen cabinets, 
a table, chairs that they were currently sitting on, a fireplace, couch, and a 
storeroom with many shelves in the far corner. 


That night the fire from the fireplace crackled, emitting little sparks against 
the grating as they prepared to go to sleep after a long day. Having a late 
night sandwich that Sue had brought in a cooler they were comfortably 
ready to retire. “Good night son. Tomorrow we’ll have quite a bit of work to 
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do.” “Good night mom.” 


Sue rested her handgun along with an extra clip of ammo on the nightstand 
next to her bed. The Colt AR-15A3 rifle was standing upright in a gun case 
with a stack of four ammo cartridges next to it. Her training made her 
uniquely aware that when danger calls only a split second may be available 
to react so even the gun case was flush against the wall, close to her bed. It 
was her firm belief that there wasn’t any room for error during a life or 
death situation — only the well prepared stood any chance at survival. She’d 
witnessed to many soldiers who’d been overconfident, unfocused ever so 
briefly, or nonchalant about their situation that never made it to the next day. 
Her secret to surviving a conflict was to never let her guard down especially 
when an enemy lurked uncontrolled, unmonitored, somewhere out in the 
dark of night. They were on their own — there was no one to turn to for help. 
They’d either beat the odds or become just another statistic in some 
uncounted human genocide. 


Dawn came peaking around the blinds lining the floor with a bright white 
that united with the light forcing through the other blinds that lit the room to 
a dull cool pleasantness. Lifting herself to a sitting position on the mattress 
Sue surveyed their tidy, comfortable, compact living space. Being a stickler 
for details she thought that her years of preparation had left not a single 
missed necessary item from a collection meant to keep them safe for 
upwards of twenty years. Over in the corner (that most important part of the 
cabin) there on the shelves was freeze dried provisions in boxes labeled 
lasagna, beef stroganoff, spaghetti, meat balls, green beans, peas, carrots, 
and many other relatively tasty campers delights. The next shelf over from 
the provisions was devoted to ammunition for the 9 mm handgun, the Colt 
rifle, an assortment of miscellaneous items like a complete first aid kit 
sitting next to extra first aid supplies, shovels were hanging in an opening 
cut between the shelves, and next these were two axes and other implements 
for gardening. The third shelving unit had book after book on every subject 
imaginable, an extensive collection of classics, and volumes devoted 
exclusively to military tactics along with others kept from her days at 
Annapolis. All of these books would prove invaluable in her home schooling 
of John so that he may be prepared intellectually for any eventuality to 
befall him in this now alien world. Lastly, on the fourth set of shelves was 
soaps (dish, laundry, hand, and cleaners), extra clothes for all seasons, extra 
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footwear (all seasons), bed sheets, and numerous other items. 


Over by the fireplace on either side within a wood holder reaching up about 
four feet high was wood that had been brought in from the immense stack of 
three cords of wood neatly piled in an orderly length that covered a good 
fifty by four foot high area. 


Built to resemble a set of floorboards starting at where the stone of the 
fireplace ended was what Sue termed their “Escape Hatch” to be lifted up 
with fingernails griping in between stone and board. Once fully opened a 
ladder extended, producing steps that led down to the hiding place she 
hoped they’d never have to use. For if they had to use this last ditch attempt 
at eluding alien captors then their chances of survival would plummet into a 
cesspool of unknowns. 


Directly behind the cabin in a straight line from the back door was a stone 
covered path that led to the outhouse. John could never bring himself to use 
this foul smelling wood stall with a deep hole in the ground. Instead he 
could be seen heading for the trees if he didn’t require a sit down with the 
spiders and flies that seemed to find the accommodations inviting especially 
during the summer. 


Closer still to the house just a short five foot veer off of the same stone path 
leading from the back door was the hand water pump that tapped into spring 
water over a hundred feet below the surface. This pure water source was 
used for taking baths in a metal tub and for drinking. 


Farthest from the cabin was a huge elongated tank that contained (according 
to Sue’s calculation) enough kerosene to power their two lamps for more 
than twenty years. At the other end of the property was the curing shed used 
to hang deer carcasses or other large animals that had been killed. They 
would hang until dried by a smoking process she had just learned last year, 
for it was imperative that they only use the freeze-dried meal pouches when 
no other food was readily available. 


After spending the entire day readying their new home for their long term 
stay John and Sue settled down to a few hours of study time where John 
learned subjects taught by his capable but admittedly rusty teacher. Over 
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time they’d develop a routine that incorporated daily chores, hunting trips 
(in non-winter months), lesson sessions taught by a teacher who would 
eventually become expert, cooking meals over the wood burning stove (also 
used for additional heat during the harsher winter days), listening to the 
radio (until it went silent after about one year — not from lack of batteries), 
and a potpourri of other things that filled their day to the brim. 


So with this first day began the days that would seem longer and more 
uncertain covering the many years that reached into the future. 
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Chapter 4 


“Justin wake up! Get on the floor now!” Bullets could be heard crashing 
through windows interspersed with the sound of screams; they were echoes 
of voices coming from down the block in the quietest early morning hours. 
He remembered flopping half asleep to the safest part of the house. The 
sound of pop, pop, and pop broke the silence that was being trampled by 
more sounds of scarred waking neighbors. The gangs were once again 
fighting their turf battles mostly waged by the Bloods and Crips whose 
members were blacks that had subdivided the city of Los Angeles into 
territories that were being targeted by the then new Hispanic gangs like the 
Pomona 12th Street. 


With his father and friends all involved in gangland activities that included 
murder, rape, drugs, and gun running Justin still harbored vivid memories of 
a childhood imbued with unrelenting pain. When his father and mother died 
in a home invasion by the Crips who were seeking revenge for a murder of 
one of their own Justin hid under the bed viewing the execution style killing 
of his parents. 


A tough thug of a boy at nine Justin was placed in foster care being 
fortunate to be released to foster parents that took an interest that eventually 
became love for this very special boy. Still having severe sharp pains in his 
left shoulder after being shot at close range by a drug crazed gang member 
consulting with his father before his death; Justin had become no stranger to 
survival. Early in the morning at 4 a.m. his foster mother would wake him to 
wrap a heat pad around his shoulder. With the heat radiating its soothing 
warmth into the sharp dagger thrusts coming from his arthritic joints in this 
damaged area he would work with his mother on his homework till about 
7:15, get a bath and then high tail it for school with no time to spare. 


Even though he was out of Pomona and now residing in a lower middle 
class neighborhood far from the gang-plagued streets of L.A. he still 
attended schools that required the daily use of fists. On some occasions 
tough delinquents outside school would harass Justin because he was the 
dedicated learner among a population of students who had no ambition of 
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ever moving past the hamburger jobs they now held down. These fights 
became so frequent that the bruises on his face and body never had a chance 
to heal. Justin still wore a reminder of these days of constant trial by fire on 
his face. From his right eye down to his jaw line was a deeply crevassed scar 
carved by a young man outside his High School who refrained from fists 
advancing to the use of a knife. Coming home covered in blood that had 
gushed from this open wound all over his shirt he remembers his foster 
father’s reaction was to grab a towel from the bathroom closet and hand it to 
Justin. The next thing he recalled was that he was looking up at a bright light 
with many masked faces in white frocks and gloved hands sewing his face 
back together. 


With his foster dad gone many days at a stretch as a semi-truck driver for a 
lesser known long-haul firm Justin and his foster mother helped fill each 
other’s lonely hours with laughter, and study that blossomed into a strong 
mother & son love. No longer able to work because of a back injury she’d 
suffered at a meat packing firm when she slipped on a slim covered floor, 
his mother would mostly assist her son by helping him with his homework 
seated in what he came to call the “Big Brown Chair”. It was a recliner that 
his foster father fitted with a table that they could use for their studies or she 
could use for her solitary reading. Reading took up most of her waking 
hours when she wasn’t tutoring Justin or performing household tasks that 
didn’t require undue bending — she had read all the classics, not ceasing 
there for her breath and scope of knowledge was seemingly inexhaustible. 
Her boundless desire for truth, intellectual stimulation, and knowledge was 
amazing given her meager tenth grade education. She firmly believed that 
her biggest failing during a life in which poverty was always knocking at the 
door had been her disregard for making something out of her life. Justin 
knew this was the reason his foster mother hadn’t allowed him to follow 
down this same easy path of intellectual lethargy. He’d always remembered 
her as his devoted tutor, but also his cheerleader, especially when it came to 
emphasizing the benefits of a college education. 


Deeper in his reflections, Justin recalled the day that his foster parents 
became his fully adoptive guardians. This was a joy filled moment in a 
home bursting with love even though money was never plentiful in larger 
denominations. For Justin’s dad worked hard for his meager check. Most 
dinners consisted of chicken, chicken with this or that, more chicken, the 


35 


occasional meatloaf, and any other meat that went well with Kraft Dinner & 
various canned vegetables. In fact, it wasn’t till Justin had left college years 

later with his M.S. in Sociology heading to his new job with a human rights 

organization based in New York City that on route via a cross-country road 

trip he had his first steak dinner at a restaurant in Texas. 


Riveted back to the here and now President Cruz was transfixed on the 
NORAD Integrated Control Center Environment (ICCE) screen that 
displayed space & terrestrial blips across the whole United States. His entire 
cabinet, key members of Congress, and the military brass were deep inside 
Cheyenne Mountain located on an Air Force Station southwest of Colorado 
Springs, Colorado. Displayed on four massive screens that covered a wall 
that was approximately fifty feet wide and twenty-five feet high the 
President could ascertain without any help from his high command that 
things were going badly. If the number of red triangles and areas already 
controlled by the alien invaders was any indication of how the war was 
progressing then the stark reality was that they were getting their butts 
kicked. 


Being all too familiar territory he was ordained to live his life under the 
constant shadow of overwhelming odds. His face was worn to a fine lean 
chiseled toughness that conveyed an underlying aggressive spirit. Running 
between four to five miles daily, doing fifty sit-ups before breakfast, and 
constantly working, reading, assessing, and consulting; he represented the 
finest leader to have ever graced the Presidency of the United States of 
America. 


Word was he’d earned every office he’d ever held not like most politicians 
who’d relied upon endless favors from lobbyists. His ascendency to the 
presidency was entirely based upon his sheer intellect, excellent oratory, and 
a solid granite foundation in morality, and impeccable judgment. Those 
who’d had the pleasure of being his confidants expressed awe at his 
unwavering confidence in achieving whatever goals he set out to achieve. 
This was a man who inspired others to give their best even under the most 
trying of circumstances. He never gave up: absolutely never looked in the 
face of danger only to ultimately back down. 


The ground war was more a slaughter than two forces fighting hard for 
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victories with hundreds of enemy ships depositing thousands of fresh troops 
every ten minutes. Not to mention, the fact that these Tuok troops were 
battle hardened probably from their never ending use of force to insure the 
continuance of their species. Using the most lethal weapons ever witnessed 
on this planet it wasn’t any wonder the U.S. Army had gone from a force of 
512,400 (active duty) to only 210,000 after experiencing unprecedented 
losses from this undeniably superior fighting force. Luckily the Tuok died 
when hit with standard ammunition fire but the few deaths incurred on their 
side would be quickly forgot by our soldiers when they saw that their most 
feared ground weapon was being deployed in response. Reports coming in 
from the field indicated that this weapon was similar to a satellite dish only 
much larger. They’d point it up to a small hovering craft that had a hollowed 
out indentation underneath. Glowing an orange & yellow hue, those who 
survived the final blast said it would then start rotating until it was so bright 
you couldn’t stand to look at it any longer. But worst of all was their 
deployment to the battlefield of not just one of these fearsome killers but ten 
or more; so that (according to eyewitness accounts) when viewed from afar 
it was like looking at many small stars burning next to the ground. After 
about thirty seconds these balls would burst or using a more accurate 
description erupt from whatever was holding them together in circular form 
to become this beam of pure radiant yellow energy that hit these small 
hovering triangles head-on in their concave undersides. At that point most 
who had survived spilled fourth a froth of horror when relating what 
happened next. These death beams would then bounce from their ships at 
odd angles moving across whole regiments of soldiers vaporizing anything 
that they made contact with in their paths of extermination. 


President Cruz recalled the terror of his hardboiled Army generals who’d 
always known some level of victory over a belligerent force but were now 
wearing the uncomfortable shoes of the losing side. Cruz pressed hard for 
any options even farfetched outside the realm of probability actions that 
might be taken to lessen the losses of so many young men and women. With 
most of his top military brass just shaking their heads in disbelieving 
uncertainty Cruz took the odd step of calling up what these tough military 
leaders termed the “egghead brigade”. “Get me General Shultz on the line” 
intoned President Cruz after the generals name had been mentioned in a near 
whisper by a black suited nondescript Pentagon advisor sitting along the 
wall in the briefing room. Cruz had seen the name of this General Shultz on 
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a few documents that were mostly blacked out because of their “black opps” 
nature. They’d been funding requests for top-secret black box programs that 
were included in the military appropriations bills that had reached his desk. 
He’d never paid much attention to these documents that only required his 
signature because he and everyone else in the country was well aware of the 
classified programs that had been developing advanced weaponry for years. 


“General Shultz’s here Mr. President” the piped in voice sounded over the 
speaker system making it seem as if he’d just heard some deity booming 
from above. “General why aren’t you also using the video feed?” inquired 
the head of the Pentagon’s Defense Intelligence Agency. “Sorry, sir but we 
just now received intelligence that indicates our video feeds are being 
intercepted by the enemy who creates a bitwise image of those on the other 
end. With this image there able to locate any individual’s in the feed the 
minute they step outside; vaporizing them with a beam from above.” 
Shocked the head of the DIA asked, “Why wasn’t I informed of this before 
now?” “Sir, we just received this intelligence not more than two minutes 
ago.” 


“General this is President Cruz.” “Yes sir” “You’ve been recommended by 
our operatives at Groom Lake and Aurora as the person to contact when our 
ass is in a bind. Is this information correct?” inquired President Cruz. “Yes 
sir, we’ve been expecting your call after hearing of our massive losses in 
Denver, and Houston.” “Then you must be aware of this fireball beam type 
weapon that the enemy is using on our troops.” At this point in the 
conversation there was a slight but noticeable pause of about five seconds 
before General Shultz spoke again. General Shultz started speaking once 
more but in a more subdued, clear, and crisp tone that indicated command of 
the situation. “Mr. President we have weapons at your disposal that should 
even up the odds somewhat.” President Cruz liked the phase “even up the 
odds” for he had always sought ways to even up the odds in situations 
throughout his life that to others would have seemed hopeless. The President 
spoke forcefully, “You are specifically directed to provide every damn thing 
you’ve got to any branch of the military that can use your box of toys. We 
are in no position in the fourth quarter of the ball game to hold back any 
weapon that may mean eventual victory over these bloodthirsty parasites. 
Do I make myself perfectly clear General Shultz?” “Crystal clear sir”, was 
the immediate response coming over the speaker system. 
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“Admiral Chang is our naval force having any success providing logistical 
support for food & gasoline shipments, and what is our current military 
posture, and battle outcomes with this enemy? Basically, I want a complete 
assessment of our current tactical, defensive, and offensive position from a 
naval perspective.” Admiral Chang was the very careful, calculating, and 
exceedingly intelligent commander of the entire U.S. Navy. He’d come up 
through the ranks having served in Vietnam, and both gulf wars with valor 
& distinction. His bravery in battle was the stuff of legends, when he spoke 
all the other equally competent military leaders carefully listened, weighing 
each word that passed from his lips with intensity and concentration that 
conveyed their utmost respect for this war hardened veteran. 


“Mr. President we’re taking a beating that is more brutal than any I’ve ever 
been fortunate not to have been on the receiving end of at least until now.” 
Admiral Chang consulted from his notes when he continued to deliver his 
observations gleaned through decades of military service. “Speaking frankly 
Mr. President if General Shultz doesn’t pull a rabbit from his hat for us we 
have at most one more week before our entire fleet is destroyed.” This was 
the worst possible news for President Cruz because he had thought that the 
navy was having some success in beating back the Tuok attempting to land 
troops on the Hawaiian Islands, along the Aleutian chain of islands up in 
Alaska, and along the coasts. “Admiral I’d thought we were having some 
success at breaking the enemies’ troop landings in Hawaii, Alaska, and for 
that matter across the country?” “Yes, Mr. President we were succeeding at 
blowing their damn troop transports and accompanying space craft fighter 
support out of the sky when over the oceans, but that was initially at least 
until they started flooding the airspace with additional space craft not 
specifically used for support but also in offensive strikes against our carriers. 
As you must be aware Mr. President, our meager initial successes were 
attributed to our F-35’s ability to go head on with this dangerous and crafty 
enemy but with ships sinking that have full squadrons of F-35’s sitting on 
carrier decks our effective response to their aggression is quickly being 
eliminated.” Admiral Chang cleared his throat before he suggested; what to 
him was the only reasonable though unpalatable immediate solution to a 
fleet that was now a Sitting target waiting to be picked off by a vastly 
superior enemy. “Mr. President may I suggest that we discreetly move what 
naval forces we have that aren’t in the immediate combat area to a secret 
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location somewhere far out in the Pacific. At this point in time it is my 
opinion that we must husband what is left of our meager naval assets until 
such time that maybe our General Shultz is able to provide us with the 
ability to at least hold our own in a fight with these freaks from hell.” 
President Cruz just sat silent for more than a minute reflecting on what was 
being asked of him; leave the citizens of Hawaii, Alaska, and the coastal 
regions of the country exposed to undeterred alien aggression. He knew full 
well that this meant allowing these alien beasts free rein in their hideous 
campaign of forced extermination, thus giving in to these changelings, but 
given the alternative, the vanquishing of what remained of the U.S. naval 
fleet did he really have any choice. President Cruz felt that Admiral Chang 
was accurate in his assessment; hell his experience alone not to mention his 
bravery were undisputed. If Admiral Chang felt it necessary to back down 
from a fight: things weren’t just bad they were dire. 


When President Cruz spoke, he slowly but crisply enunciated his message 
“Admiral Chang do whatever you deem necessary to save our brave sailors 
and your fleet so that it may be available to fight another day.” At this very 
moment looking much older than his fifty years the Admiral new the 
President didn't take this decision lightly. But that was only visible to the 
astute observer for this inner hell that the President conveyed lasted but a 
split second. His confident, passionate, inspiring leadership was forcefully 
thrust back to the surface for all to see. They all felt this was a leader, a real 
leader not the phony con job type of politician that acted well before the 
camera but broke down under pressure. Respect was the only word that 
could adequately convey how these battle-scared leaders of men and women 
felt for their President. 


The briefing with the Joint Chiefs of the U.S. military was now extending 
into its second hour but all the participants were eagerly awaiting the brief 
prepared by the Air Force Chief of Staff General Susan Moser. With the 
enemy having come and still swarming in from outer space her branch of the 
military was especially geared towards fighting this type of threat. For years 
the U.S. government had been pouring out money that was desperately 
needed elsewhere into Air Force programs that were designed to protect the 
space and skies of the country. Most questioned the expenditures on such 
programs like the F-22 which ran in the millions of dollars per plane; a plane 
that was deemed obsolete given the fact that the Cold War between the 
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United States and the expired Soviet Union had ended over a decade ago. 
But this plane alone was an equal to the Tuok threat in an earthly 
atmosphere that had the effect of making their spacecraft just slightly less 
maneuverable. Designed to be a highly maneuverable aircraft that could 
dynamically evade enemy fire with its advanced onboard computer system; 
it was well suited to fight the alien menace. There was just one problem with 
this calculus, and Admiral Chang the U.S. Navy Chief of Staff had 
conveyed this very clearly; the Tuok were bringing in a seemingly limitless 
number of red war triangles in an attempt to numerically out gun the human 
forces. With so few F-22’s built over the years because of its high cost and 
seemingly low benefit in a world that was myopically focused on fighting 
terrestrial terrorists: the U.S. had the perfect weapon but only in limited 


supply. 


The President spoke looking directly at Air Force General Susan Moser with 
his penetrating dark brown eyes, “General Moser what is your assessment of 
the current situation above our heads? Will we still have them attached to 
our bodies this time a month from now?” No one attending the briefing 
could mistake the dark humor coming from a President that wasn’t afraid of 
death given that he’d felt its hot breath during most of his childhood and was 
now feeling it once more on its command performance. There were faint 
grins upturning the lips of these hard living, loving, realistically robust 
leaders of legions of citizen soldiers. 


“Mr. President the Air Force has been the butt of the military for far too long 
and now we are proud of the fight we are taking to the doorstep of an enemy 
that would like to transform us first into bulging eyed monsters, then into 
yellowish drooling freaks, and finally into liquefied brain dead monsters.” 
Listening to this speak President Cruz thought she should change places 
with him and be the political leader of the free world but fully expected a 
little embellishment from this passionate warrior; he let this Air Force 
hurrah pass without responding. General Moser continued with a more 
factual account of events. “From the reports that I’m getting from my senior 
command staff in the field I can confidently say Mr. President that we’re 
giving the enemy a fight they probably never anticipated. If our military 
contractor could only speed up construction of the F-22 fighter we would be 
in a position to whip the enemy with their noses bleeding finally throwing 
that yellowish goo back outside our solar system. Unfortunately, we are 
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losing far too many of this crucial fighter to continue to inflict meaningful 
losses on an enemy that is flying hundreds of these triangle craft into our 
airspace with every breath that I breathe. So my hope right now also rests 
with General Shultz’s ability to pull the proverbial rabbit out of the hat that 
will allow us to increase our kill rate with our current aircraft while we wait 
for more of these clandestinely produced aircraft from our military 
contractor.” 


President Cruz was blindsided by another fist of reality but kept standing in 
the ring like the true fighter he was even when matched against an opponent 
that could wipe him and his insignificant speck of a country on an equally 
insignificant planet to dust blown clear across the cosmos. Undeterred he 
ended by thanking his senior military staff for their efforts in defense of not 
only the United States but the entire human race. They’d await any juicy 
black opp products that might save the day or at least delay the inevitable. 
Every fighter in this room understood they’d either win or die losing. In the 
end at least they could hold their heads up as an example of humanities 
unconquerable spirit in the face of adversity. 
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Chapter 5 


Screams could be heard from all across the once thriving metropolis. Denver 
was a City under siege with Tuok forces in the thousands swarming through 
the suburbs, and downtown rounding up anyone deemed suitable for their 
grotesque transformation process. The U.S. Army and Colorado state 
National Guard units were fighting desperately to save the remaining 
population from these alien parasites bent upon exterminating the entire 
population by liquefying their brains before transforming them into sore 
covered yellow blobs. 


At least these fiends could be killed with a standard bullet from an M16 with 
no more casualties being inflicted on the U.S. forces than occurred with 
earthly conflicts. But that calculus was only successful in close urban hot 
zones when the U.S. soldiers were widely dispersed throughout the conflict 
area. When arrayed in battle formation in open areas against the enemy they 
became sitting ducks ready to be plucked off by what were now being called 
“Star Rays”. It was a weapon that seemed to build up plasma energy in a 
swirling ball that was held by what looked like a huge satellite dish until it 
was expelled into a brilliant yellow beam that bounced off of small concave 
bottomed triangular hovering craft. Those unfortunate to be anywhere in the 
vicinity of these beams when they bounced off the bottom of these craft and 
came slicing across the terrain covering quarter mile swaths realized that 
they should just say their prayers to whomever they prayed and promptly 
kiss their collective asses goodbye. 


These invaders from beyond the confines of human morality, justice, 
societal standards, and beliefs didn’t abide by any Geneva Conventions, and 
were rumored to have no emotions. They would just as easily kill children 
promptly with a single slice through the skull using a red beam from a 
weapon (attached to their arm like protrusions) as any others deemed not fit 
for their horror filled implantation camps. Their objectives were rudimentary 
not being clouded by moral imperatives like mercy, and compassion. 


They were simple creatures that follow an overriding instinct to penetrate 
their hosts and create more of their kind. Granted, they were a 
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technologically advanced species that had haunted the cosmos for billions of 
years in search of weak fringe young civilizations that hadn’t yet moved into 
space. For that is what parasites rely upon: hosts that have either been 
weakened or are easily penetrated without much resistance. In this respect 
they were no different than their lower species parasites, distant relatives 
that crawled or squirmed around in petri dishes on planet Earth. The Tuok 
lived off of the weak or inadequately protected. They were prospectors 
looking for easy pickings among a universe that was consisted mostly of 
space fairing advanced societies. Counting on the fact that they’d be left to 
perpetuate their species in this most distasteful way simply because they 
destroyed primitive races led them to believe that calls for inhibiting their 
spread coming from fringe elements in more advanced breeder species 
would continue to be ignored. 


With this bleak backdrop in the form of governments from the Milky Way 
clear across the cosmos ignoring the exploits of these dangerous parasitic 
invaders they were left to reign free, destroying the unimportant worlds 
unnoticed in the vast darkness outside the civilized zones. 


The Zalon Kingdom long ago did offer an alternative: nonliving hosts that 
would be supplied in adequate numbers so that the Tuok could genetically 
mutate successfully, but their offer was flatly rejected by the Tuok who felt 
that it was their right as parasitic creatures to use hosts from wherever 
organic source could be found. No attempt had been made since this 
abortive try many years ago to bring this aberration of nature into line with 
the more enlightened morality of the breeder species that represents 99% of 
the advanced races populating the universe. So their rampage of the lesser 
insignificant mostly outer planets of galactic clusters continued unabated. 
No one heard the screams of the humans that were now fighting for their 
very right to exist and grow into the intellectual giants they could become if 
left alone by these life sucking opportunists. 


ae 2 


Wayne King a prominent neurologist was caught downtown in his office, an 
exclusive practice, when he heard what sounded like an air raid siren going 
off in all directions. It wasn’t the first Friday of the month reserved for 
testing; it was clearly a different sounding tornado, or severe storm warning. 
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This sound that seemed to echo from building to building in the high-rise 
corporate center of the city was a continuous droning steady undulating 
monotonous high noted horn noise that sounded for about thirty-second 
intervals. Wayne thought, this was not a storm warning especially for a day 
that was forecasted to be sunny and clear. Moving to his window from his 
desk in his office he looked out over the city taking in the impressive view 
afforded by being on the forty-fifth floor of the Republic Plaza, the largest 
building in the state. From this perspective what he saw made him shiver 
with cold fear. Out over the city hung hundreds of red triangular spacecraft 
that were emitting what could only be described as some form of energy 
curtains that seemed to box the entire city within their barriers. At the very 
moment Wayne was looking out his window at this barrier of energy 
surrounding the city: all the power to his office abruptly cut out. The hum of 
a vigorous city just ceased, replaced by an eerie quiet that could only mean 
that all movement, activity, and action in this human anthill had ended; just 
like that, within a split second they were now trapped like rats in a cage. 


Always an average guy (except in the area of intellect) Wayne met the 
unbelieving gaze of his nurse assistants when they frantically entered his 
office with a look of terror. “We’re going to have to get out of this building 
right now!” he yelled out as he sped past them heading straight for the 
stairwell just outside the door to his practice. Following at his heels were his 
now crying assistants who undoubtedly knew what was happening. At that 
very instant the building’s damn fire alarm started its racket only adding to 
the fear factor enhanced still further by the blinking red exit lights all being 
powered by some emergency generator deep in the bowels of the giant 
building. They made it only to the next floor before they were jammed in by 
this mass of humanity screaming, tearing, and crying in their desperate 
attempt to escape the building from a yet unknown menace. 


It wasn’t like they hadn’t been warned about the approaching yellow 
invaders by a federal government that had been broadcasting reports over 
the Emergency Broadcast System, it’s just no one could rightly believe that 
they were in danger until it rested at their doorstep. Given all that they’d 
known but tucked carefully away in their subconscious, scared to let it 
mingle with their logical, coherent, reality based thoughts, the events outside 
caused this as yet disbelieved knowledge to flood into their consciousness 
with a force that left most of them overwhelmed with terror — in shock. 
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Effectively trapped in this building moving one meager step at a time down 
forty-four more floors Wayne wondered whether he’d ever exit this 
skyscraper that could very well coming crashing down upon him and the 
others if attacked by these invaders. There was no use in thinking about the 
potentialities for this just made him more scared. He realized at this very 
moment in time that he wasn’t this brave manly type that feared nothing but 
instead a cultured, pampered, upper crust aristocrat that couldn’t fathom a 
world not geared towards fulfilling his luxurious lifestyle. 


Thinking back he visualized how his life had begun in the ghettos of Miami 
in an area called Liberty City in a government housing project along 64th 
Street. Working on his studies practically day and night allotting himself 
only four hours a night for sleep he managed to be one of the few African 
Americans ever to leave this area outside of a pine box. It had been a hard 
scrabble life were each walk to school was a life or death excursion taken 
between drug dealers, and other assorted hoodlums that preyed upon a 
community torn from its surroundings. It was an island of African 
Americans in a sea of Latino’s: a place separate from the advancing cultural 
dynamic of the entire region. Ethnic diversity was only practiced among the 
educated privileged community of Miami-Dade County for the divisions 
between the African American and Latino populations were bright lines in 
the sand that erupted in periodic riots in these bygone years during his 
youth. Yes, his was a triumph of unparalleled proportions maintaining 
straight A’s throughout his High School years. He felt pride every time he 
thought of the letter that he’d received from Harvard accepting him under a 
full scholarship. At Harvard working equally hard, barely ever emerging 
from his dorm room he continued to string together an impressive academic 
record untarnished by any small trip into mediocrity. His hard work paid 
impressive dividends when he was accepted to Harvard Medical School on a 
full scholarship after graduating top in his class with a B.S. in Biology. It 
was amazing how hard he had worked to be hoisted to the top of his 
profession. 


There had never been any time allotted for pleasure, all his recollections 
were filled with drudgery of some form or another; always endured for the 
achievement of some goal. What had become of this fighter who never 
dwelled upon the height of the mountain to be scaled but only upon how he 
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was going to get to the top? He now realized standing among all the other 
equally frightened members of the human race that he’d become soft and 
pliable in his luxury home that rested on a ten-acre lot behind a gated 
community. If he needed to shed his comfortable pampered skin could he 
yet emerge from it ready once again to fight for every last breadcrumb? 


After what felt like an eternity Wayne made it to the street level entrance 
adjacent to the parking garage. Glancing outside across the street he could 
see that a number of people had gathered in the street obviously looking at 
something; pointing with outstretched arms and index fingers or just holding 
hands in astonishment over their mouths. With no cars coming into the 
garage, leaving it, or going down the normally busy downtown street Wayne 
figured he’d join the rest of the people emerging from the buildings on the 
street. Once outside he craned his neck passed the mass of humanity looking 
in either direction. All along the street people were emerging from steel 
monuments now lifeless without power. 


Looking in the direction that everyone else was preoccupied with he spotted 
what had disturbed his fellow mile-high city dwellers. High up in the air the 
red triangle craft were engaged in what looked like a dog fight with sleek 
fighter planes that twisted, twirled, and shot straight up towards the 
underbellies of these red demons. It was as if our U.S. Air Force using what 
was obviously an advanced fighter plane had ascertained how to take out 
these flying aberrations that had been clearly raised from the depths of hell. 
For when the fighters were directly below the triangle craft they fired what 
looked like a missile that hit the enemy fighters causing cracks to emanate 
from the strike that tore in all directions through the hull breaking the 
marauder into a hundred pieces all raining down on the city below. Some of 
our fighters never made it to the underside of these enemy spacecraft getting 
blasted by a yellow beam that totally disintegrated all traces of the plane that 
was visible seconds ago. The skill of the fighter pilots combined with the 
agility of this amazing aircraft gave his side the (underdog) human 
defenders the opportunity to fight on marginally equal terms with these 
obviously superior war machines. He liked the idea of the underdog given a 
chance to fight on equal terms with far stronger opponents since his whole 
life had revolved around this very type of struggle. 


No matter how enthralling the aerial acrobatics might be Wayne realized he 
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had little time left to seek cover from the debris falling from the sky. He 
must find shelter from the fiery metal dropping indiscriminately on any 
exposed object. Looking across the street he saw people entering the alcove 
of another large building that reached way up towards the clouds. He looked 
behind him to see if he might reenter the doors to the parking garage of his 
building but decided that this course of action would be futile since the 
endless stream of people still flowing from its doors was already pushing 
him further from its entrance. So since he was already being pushed in the 
general direction of the alcove of the large building he decided to head in 
that direction with determination. Reaching the other side of the street after 
doing his fair share of pushing those in front of him, he made it to the alcove 
doors of the building across the street. He’d passed by this building many 
times on his way to work but never cared to know who or what businesses 
resided at this pricy address. Once inside he breathed a sigh of relief for 
being deep within its steel and granite skeleton. For now he was at least free 
from being impaled or crushed by burning metal fragments falling helter 
skelter from the fight being carried out high up in the deep blue. 


Where had his staff gone? Wayne searched the faces in his general vicinity 
for any signs of Sam, Sandy, and Fred but to no avail. They were nowhere to 
be found among the sweaty frightened people whose predictable existence 
had collapsed along with the rest of the crushed society. Some for the first 
time in their lives where having to stand upon their own two wobbly legs. 
The sure, the confident, and the arrogant without their facade of artificial 
supports were naked against a reality that gave no special favors to those 
with so few skills or intellectual gifts. They’d have to face what an equal 
opportunity destroyer dished out and use what real gifts their maker 
bestowed them with or parish a most horrible death. There was to be no bars 
to advancement erected to inhibit the brilliant outside their ranks into a 
subservient attitude for each person was now totally stripped of their illusory 
rank; all were to act in accordance to their individual instincts to stay alive. 


Boom! Eyes opened wide, mouths opened slightly, and brows furrowed 
more deeply. Boom! Boom! Boom! Shock was now setting in among some 
in the crowd who clearly were stiff with terror. A high-pitched scream came 
from the darker crevices near what resembled elevators in the poor light. At 
that very moment Wayne was pushed in a vice like press into the people 
next to him. The crowd was indecisive first heading for the doors then 
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retreating back from where they came; this ebb and flow increased with the 
advance of the explosions. Were they bombing civilians, structures, or both? 
Was it safer inside the building or outside in the open away from the 
buildings that might come crashing down upon their frail bodies? These 
questions powered the movement of the crowd no longer comprised of 
individuals but now a mass of interconnected humanity reacting from 
hysteria. 


Not but four faces from him was this young woman probably in her mid- 
twenties weeping uncontrollably uttering in between gasps for air “We’re all 
going to die.” Wayne pushed his six foot three inch husky body up on the 
balls of his feet bending his black dress shoes to the point where they hurt 
the tops of his feet. Directing his gaze at all the individuals in the group 
Wayne forcefully spoke with the voice of a leader. “Listen up people our 
only hope for survival is to get out of this city. We must get away from these 
buildings so that we can reduce our chances of getting hit by debris or 
anything else tumbling, crashing, or flying down from up high.” But just 
how would they accomplish this seemingly insurmountable imperative? 
Questions began racing through his rapidly calculating mind. Each question 
sparked a subconscious image that searched the visual landscape for clues to 
some still unknown way to escape. 


It had been an eternity since Wayne was forced to lead not because of some 
irresistible desire to control others but out of necessity. For he’d always 
been the reluctant leader who’d let the egomaniacs and/or the control freaks 
take the stage if present. Giving them undisputed reign when times required 
any form of leadership no matter how contrived those whose selfish interests 
ruled the day wielded it jealousy. He realized that this reluctance to lead 
stemmed mostly from his inherent laziness; he just didn’t want to expend the 
energy fighting with these vicious snakes just to hold power over those 
who’d never notice the difference until it was too late. But in this situation 
the vain self-centered egotists had been exposed for what they were, merely 
weak hollow shells of the real thing, for their social props had been thrust 
aside leaving only that which was attuned to reality. Wayne was it, he was 
the only natural leader in this crowd of horrified spectators; he must lead or 
they would all be blown to bits, and still may lie in pieces with the twisted 
steel & crumbled concrete for life never provided guarantees. He realized 
that this leadership trait lay dormant unused for many years, not since his 
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days charting his own decisive steps over the land mines buried in that hell 
he navigated in his youth. 


Off in the distance, possibly not too far off but down the street came this 
rhythmically steady crack, crack — crack — crack, crack, crack — crack — 
crack - Sounding as if thousands of people were hitting wood poles together; 
the sound was getting closer and closer. Somehow this simple sound was 
unnerving, and primal. Cold, dry mouthed fear, a bursting of some large 
blister of terror made his body tremble. The screams commenced anew, 
crying, and sheer pandemonium for those without hope realizing that they 
were probably doomed. Why was this sound now so loud? Each crack, crack 
— crack — crack rattled his eardrums. It was the sound that transmitted this 
warning of impending disaster. Whispering into the soft pliable areas of the 
mind this unearthly sound planted deep the futility of any attempt to escape: 
logic was no help against this avalanche of emotional certitude. No 
movement was possible his feet were numb like being set in concrete that 
was hardening the closer the sound came. 


Within seconds it was too late. Hideous yellow blobs dissolved the glass 
opening that had held the doors with a hand held miniature dish that emitted 
a ball of orange & yellow plasma; they easily march in — no doors to open, 
nothing solid. Pointing a six-pronged red tipped handheld object at the 
immobilized prey these Tuok soldiers ensnared their human primate pack in 
an energy field that bagged their precious catch. They now proceed to drag 
both Wayne and the others through the small opening where the doors once 
were, scraping, bruising, and breaking bones in the process. For the opening 
was far too small for all the human prey the Tuok were now trying to drag 
through it but this did not stop the Tuok for they’d always made allotments 
for some damaged unusable hosts when they opened the bags back at the 
implantation camps. 


Wayne’s fate now rested in the talons of the unknown. 
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Chapter 6 


Blessed is the bubble’s that grow and wither in a symphony of movement 
within the primordial soup of acidic creation. No other crawling organisms 
will compete with the Tuok for they will be the divine beginning of a 
precious parasite — a reasoning offspring that has led to their preeminent 
position on Yoron. Recognizing the superiority of parasites over all other 
creatures the Horders (a breeder species) freely gave themselves to the 
Tuok. Discussion of this righteous position must never disregard the 
preeminent slot reserved to the Tuok among the makers handiwork. To 
acquiesce to the demands of an intelligent transformer of primitively woven 
breeder inferiority is the accepted position of those not pure beyond 
reproach, those not parasitic. These are the words of the Supreme User of all 
hosts. — The Book of Tuok 10 A.S.U. 


Harvon Zabon was a student of “The Book of Tuok” learning every blessed 
verse long before the other recently transformed poddlings. Rigid in his 
unwavering belief that no other truth mattered he never questioned his 
precious place in a universe devoid of advanced parasites but one — the 
Tuok. For he and his kind were unique in a sterile firmament bursting with 
tidy breeders possessing a singular value, duty, and meaning for their 
existence, to be hosts for Tuok poddlings. The poddlings were the slithering, 
wiggling, crawling offspring that when ready to emerge would peek their 
little heads out from the puss filled breeding sores that covered all ripe 
yellow Tuok female bodies. In a blessed union of male and female the leaky 
skin of the Tuok would seed each new generation of poddlings destined for 
entry into inferior breeder hosts. 


Such was the way of the Tuok, enshrined in all the rituals of their costly 
procreation process; costly in that it destroyed to create, resulting in a net 
zero race of beings indoctrinated into believing in their ordained superiority. 
Tuok morality was anti-morality like anti-matter the reflection of a polar 
opposite alike in every detail but dislocated from the unified view of 
morality held by the breeders. For Harvon was zealously devout to the 
divine difference between the chosen Tuok and the breeders — for his was a 
sulfuric spring unsullied by impurities gushing forth in birth. Economy of 
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resources had driven them to expire the fire from breeders in exchange for 
the transformed likenesses of the Supreme User himself visible in every 
newly transformed. 


Tuok philosophy, sociology, government, and relations were a rarity in their 
complete divergence from core foundational beliefs commonly shared by 
most breeders. They’d always moved in the periphery outside generally 
accepted norms looking in but never questioning their right to take, because 
regardless of the consequences their self-centeredness was hardwired 
directly into their being. They could no more change than a mineral could 
will itself to alter its molecular structure. Theirs was a constant in a universe 
hesitant even to acknowledge their devious actions out in the dark reaches 
far removed from the populated galactic sectors. 


Possessing a pristine pure untroubled mind in his early years Harvon never 

asked why but only accepted the wisdom conveyed by “The Book of Tuok” 
and the Supreme User whose words were inconvertible truths waiting to be 
read by all those Tuok who accepted the User as their original poddling. 


Reclining ungracefully in his sling Harvon who was now in complete 
command of the Tuok invasion force let the images of the battle of Denver 
play out in vivid 3-D holographic detail. He listened closely for the noises 
that were the agony of the losers gracing the exquisite detail of yet another 
city falling at the hands of his army. Winning was the objective achieved 
with the vicious primate fighters vaporized and the harvest of thousands of 
hosts, but at what a cost. These primitive but skillful fighters had destroyed 
forty percent of his red triangular war cruisers. They simply would not admit 
defeat and accept their fate. What was most troubling was the technology 
employed in their sleekest fighter; for its agility and precision munitions 
targeting must have been designed with help from a more advance species. 


ae 6 2 


Sinking down into a bleak mood her heart reeling from all the sights of tear 
covered cheeks — fear of being violated by a crawling yellow worm turned 
her usually fine-tuned mind to mush. The pen that she was in was interlaced 
with thousands of other duplicates in a grid that extended from the dirt 
upwards to a hundred feet. Just long enough to lay flat with just a few inches 
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remaining this captive host was looking feverishly in the corners for a seam 
any indication that she wasn’t encased in this luminescent box with zero 
hope of escape. Her mind desperately needed that thin thread of hope even if 
founded upon the irrational, for at that moment rationality would have 
crushed her belief in miracles. For aren’t miracles all that is left to those 
who have been dragged from their homes crushed together in “energy bags”. 
But even in this shop of horrors the human spirit could not be easily 
extinguished; it resonated from the strong to the weak. For buried in a place 
seldom visited by the doomed was a dark soulless void that kept attempting 
to sink the optimist — none succumbed. 


When the door flew open that was the instant optimism was snuffed out. In 
that millisecond the realization was white hot that no more time remained. 
Joining the many immobilized who levitated at all levels heading to the 
building that no one returned from, was now another female host — a human 
being. A fierce hatred coiled up ready to lash out at these violators who’d 
steal her body leaving her powerless to the changes that would kill her 
slowly. Her imperceptible act of defiance when carried out by millions the 
world over would she hoped wear down the enemy. Simple water rushing 
confined to its banks could carve a canyon out of the impenetrable solid 
rock so why not the actions of millions directed against tyranny. Didn’t all 
resistance slow, weaken, and eventually increase its friction against what it 
was directed against; theirs was no different. She took solace in the 
knowledge that it is the cumulative little seemingly unimportant actions 
coupled with the deemed important proactive responses that wear a giant 
down; she was prepared to contribute her last ounce of resistance. 


In the midst of these transformative deaths Wayne King watched in horror 
as a woman glided effortlessly passed his coffin. Having been thrown into 
this glowing yellow hole along with the others who remained alive after 
their capture he’d lost track of just how long his wardens had kept him in 
this suffocating space. Knowing full well what fate awaited him from 
rumors verbally passed around the camp Wayne now wondered whether it 
wasn’t bad fate instead of good that had placed him with the other human 
stock just waiting for the final pitch to the wolves. A clean crack from a 
broken neck while being dragged about in an energy bag now seemed 
preferable to this ordeal that in the end turned a barely lucent brain into soup 
and the body into a yellow ghoulish monster. 
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Bleak was the only word that could describe his situation at the hands of 
these super parasites. They were just too efficient at harvesting their prey, 
for they operated this death camp like a well-oiled machine. Their 
confidence in maintaining an ordered calculated flow of human hosts for 
their offspring was conveyed in their utter disregard for whether the human 
captives communicated with each other. The Tuok had undoubtedly been 
engaged in some form of host harvesting for centuries if not longer; they just 
didn’t believe that humans would ever pose a legitimate threat being trapped 
in their death row matrix of cocoons. Logically, how could Wayne and the 
others organize to escape this house of horrors outside Denver given the 
armada of odds that were arrayed against them, at present? 


Movement within these artificial cells was difficult if not impossible given 
that there was only enough room for the most basic bodily functions. There 
was no wasted space. This whole operation was a finely tuned process that 
undoubtedly incorporated every contingency — or did they understate the 
prospect for failure at the hands of a host that wouldn’t just roll over and 
easily die? From the shouts and communication that was unceasing between 
his fellow captives Wayne gathered that only a very few had given up; the 
rest verbally blasted this yellow pestilence that was now herding them like 
common cattle towards an executioners steel hammer. A common cry could 
now be heard when someone was thrust onto a levitating energy belt: “fight 
these beasts to the end”. This simply spoken non-eloquent probably 
haphazardly concocted string of words became their rallying cry. What it 
brought home was the undeniable reality that they’d fight until their lives 
were terminated by a process that would have crushed the spirit of any other 
race; and don’t think for a minute the Tuok didn’t realize the difficulty they 
were having harvesting their first primate species. 


Wayne having early on reverted back to his leader personality that he’d 
thought he’d lost during his comfortable years was ready to lend some 
organization to all the crisscrossed pieces of disjointed expressions coming 
from his fellow cube dwellers. He started listening, and then sifting through 
the spectrum of ideas expounded by folks whose minds were working at 
fever pitch against a deadline; that being their demise. It’s amazing how 
well people focus and function under extreme pressure — for most don’t 
crumble into a ball of immovable drooling, mumbling incoherent 
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vegetables. Wayne found his fellow compatriots to be a hardy realistic lot 
that fully understood their predicament and were under no illusions that any 
response they projected would be anything but a crapshoot. But wasn’t that 
what most of life was anyway a crap shoot to stay alive in a world that 
wasn’t designed to be your favorite soft cushioned bed with fluffy pillows 
all around for extra comfort. No, even given their current situation no 
deviation from nature’s universal plan of being the best they could possibly 
be both intellectually and physically when threatened was ever observed. In 
their current predicament the only difference between the then and the now 
most often talked about by historical savants was that now humankind’s 
back was up against the wall not some lower life terrestrial creature facing 
extinction at the hands of Homo sapiens. The tables truly had been turned 
one hundred and eight degrees so that the human race was not the 
undisputed preeminent being inhabiting this blue planet but a notch lower 
and viewed by the technologically superior parasite as legitimate prey to be 
used to propagate their species. 


But Wayne wasn’t going to succumb to defeatist thinking when the survival 
of his species depended upon clear uncluttered, concise, reasoned, and 
realistically founded actions. The collective response by mankind needed to 
be indisputable in its message — we would “fight these beasts to the end”. So 
having surmised that these technological giants were far removed from 
being sociological masters Wayne and the others devised a standard 
repertoire of actions that could be taken individually or by a group in the 
Extermination Center. The unwritten list of actions was kept alive via 
continual chanting every six hours so as to inform the new members of the 
death camp of their obligation to resist. This process reseeded the resistance 
with new recruits when it was time for a doomed prisoner to transition to 
dedicated fighter. 


Everyone could contribute first by not lying limp in the levitating energy 
beam that conveyed them to deaths door; all would resist by tensing their 
muscles in bursts of exertion to break free. No act was deemed to 
insignificant given that its accumulated effect might wear down the resolve 
of the aliens to spend additional effort, resources, and intellectual capital on 
this planet than on some more easily conquered hosts on another unfortunate 
world. Once removed from the energy conveyors lashing out with fists, 
spitting, kicking, screaming at the top of one’s lungs — all were considered 
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forms of resistance that must be kept up right until that damned tube was 
inserted into the ear with its carrier of death slithering ever so slowly 
towards the ear canal. Not that anyone needed to be reminded what was a 
stake, but there were a few who had reservations about violent actions and it 
became everyone’s responsibility to try to get these folks on board with the 
plan. Wayne realized that they all needed to present a solid wall of 
resistance against these invaders. 


Escape from this hell was the most prized goal and those that chose that 
course of action were still required to hit back at their captors either on their 
way out (we never knew if anyone successfully escaped) or in some form of 
rebel response once on the outside. Facing an enemy that expressed no 
remorse or compassion of the slightest degree passivity was now deemed to 
be a liability. 


In a civilized society passivity may be practiced in good conscience but 
when the supports of civilization are removed and the populous is exposed 
to the fires of Hades passivity only encourages miscreants to expand their 
reign of terror. Justice and law are therefore only viable when chaos is not 
running rampant across a society. Under chaos morality demands actions 
equal to the level of persecution that will eventually restore justice and law 
to the persecuted population. Washed away were any moral or social 
preconceptions Wayne carried prior to being condemned to death just for 
being human. He now viewed all things in the rarified clarity of his will to 
live, ever present hunger, dehydration, and a jaundiced emaciated self-taking 
in air not because it was some mechanical prerequisite of his organism but 
because his will would not be suppressed to the point of extinction — he was 
a man among many that would never give up. 


ake 2 


The combined spirit of humanity was indomitable and those at the top of the 
Tuok military establishment and this included Harvon Zabon feared this 
most from these uncontrollable primates. Questions started to plague Harvon 
who’d always felt so assured of his preeminent place in a universe 
guaranteed by “The Book of Tuok”. Why was it these human primates kept 
on fighting when their individual resistance was but a grain of sand 
compared to the mountain of granite they faced from their invaders? 
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Possibly it wasn’t their individual resistance that would budge the granite 
mountain but the combined resistance of many of their kind blowing in a 
gale force wind against the mountain grinding it to tiny pebbles with the 
passage of time. What was so important about this insignificant speck of 
Blue Ocean in the dark periphery of this galaxy that could not be attained 
somewhere else in the outer reaches of his home in the Andromeda galaxy? 
At what point would wasting the destruction of more triangles and crew on 
this rock in the middle of nowhere be deemed too high a cost for a few 
billion hosts that were horribly difficult to control. 


That was the crux of the matter these independent thinking creatures would 
not be coerced into collective suicide like most species similarly facing 
planetary implantation by the supreme parasite of the universe. These 
humans just wouldn’t be swayed in any direction unless they comprehended 
and accepted its outcome for they were just too damn tough. 


Harvon still found it hard to believe that an inferior technologically 
primitive people could have inflicted so many casualties and damage on a 
military engaged for eons in invading others worlds. His first order of 
business must be to shut down their military especially that most pesky of 
fossil fuel fighters they called the F-22. Singularly that aircraft had caused 
the destruction of hundreds of red war triangles through its wizardly display 
of aerial acrobatics. Harvon was certain that this aircraft must have inherited 
its technological origins from some off worldly friends of these primitives. 
They must find were this United States of America (an Earthly 
governmental power) was manufacturing these killer craft and vaporize it 
from the face of this benighted planet of club holding primates. 
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Chapter 7 


Two years had elapsed since their arrival at the cabin but they swiftly 
molded into the harmony of a passionate natural setting. Springs were a 
pageantry of green sprouting plants, and color adorned flowers carpeting 
patches of lush ground as nature expressed an unbounded happiness. 
Summer was the most enchanting of the seasons given the promise that it 
conveyed of better times in a landscape thriving with life. Fall’s leaves 
gently dropping on a cooler browner ground was the expressive season; it’s 
moves were slower more refined, a time for reflection in the gradually 
darkening days that mostly evoked a summing up of what had passed across 
the mind from the prior seasons. But it was winter the hard season, the 
uncompromising season, the rough unforgiving cleansing demon that would 
scour the weak away making room for those younger or stronger. The 
mountains snow peaked year round would spread wind carried flakes deeper 
into the winter months on a cold wind blowing down hard from the 
surrounding summits. 


John lay wheezing on his bed in the cabin barely aware that his mother had 
been sitting by his bed all night. Over a week ago Sue ran frantically to John 
in a clearing after he’d fallen limp; that was the start of her journey to her 
final loss. Reaching his trembling body Sue took her coat off wrapping her 
son up in its soft cottony inside. His forehead was full of sweat drops that 
were forming from smaller to larger rolling streaks. They’d been out most of 
the day just scouting the area close to their cabin. This was something they’d 
done infrequently turning it into a special outing; more of a day hike. 
Unknown to Sue at the time John had touched a tree a few days ago 
contracting a virus; just a tiny strand that hung barely alive for the mere six 
hours allotted to it until it found it’s host to infect. A few headaches and 
minor chills had come and gone over the days that followed. Fleeting signals 
unnoticed in an otherwise healthy boy that wouldn’t have concerned most 
parents given that the symptoms were usually gone the next day. 


Tears welled up in Sue’s eyes as she sat rocking back and forth over John; 
he was everything that gave her life meaning; she’d lost, they’d lost 
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everything and everyone except each other. They were a team mother and 
son making an intolerable solitude from a mean cruel world not just bearable 
but an adventure, a special time for both to get to know each other better. 
Let the tangled mess outside their oasis of simple living get twisted in more 
knots for they had each other. With the passage of the months and the 
dropping away of a year, then another, they moved out to the more distant 
illusion that reality would leave them alone. As Sue held John’s hand tightly 
she now knew that her logic, her training, her steady wash of conscious 
untainted actions had been tainted with the continuity of the familiar, the 
routine. It was never, should never have become an adventure, she shouldn’t 
have strayed from the slowly throbbing awareness of constant danger. 


Here was this fierce warrior bent over desperately crying over the pale 
graying face of her beloved son. Many fellow warriors had died by her side 
but this was different for this was her best friend, all her hopes for a future 
not scarred, but most of all, this was her son her last tie to her heart, her last 
and final love. Warriors choose to fight, to die, but her son didn’t choose to 
be cast out into the wilderness. “Damn this war, damn everything!” was 
Sue’s chant in reply to a horrible pain filled life that had thrust her here or 
there but never on the doorstep of happiness. “Lord please; oh please, don’t 
take my son!” was a refrain that Sue repeated until dawn came silencing 
John’s labored breathing. 


Sue wailed bringing forth all the grief that had accumulated over many 
years; the release was a wave upon wave of tears dripping onto the hard 
floor until a puddle formed. She kept at it for two days, no pain could equal 
hers, all the loss, the horrors she’d witnessed, the evils committed, had all 
been expunged from her raw heart. 
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Standing over her son’s grave Sue resembled a stone statue chiseled with a 
chiseler’s harsh anger exposed in her lean stiff face with steely eyes focused 
on the setting sun sinking beneath the mountain heights. The warrior had 
returned, but this was no longer a warrior but a patriot resolved to pull back 
her country to a place, a promise; she would be the unrelenting, pushing, 
cascading terror on the battlefield, she was to become the enemies’ worst 
nightmare. Sue resolved to avenge John’s death with an intelligent, 
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passionate, tearing force that was humanities knife-edge. Love would return 
to a country and a world that had been thrown beyond hope. Absolutely 
nothing would stop this fighter now. There could be no force in the entire 
universe that could halt a human being from turning a terrible wrong to 
right. This was a woman who oozed determination, incalculable strength, 
now covered in emotional scars that would rip the invaders from every hole, 
crevice, space, building, any place they had taken in their name. The United 
States of America would rise from the ashes and with it the world would 
once again be free. 


That night Sue tore the Colt AR-15A3 Tactical Carbine from the gun case 
skillfully looking it over enjoying the feel of its cold steel in her hands. 
Tomorrow the planning for the new beginning would commence. 


Morning came with a vengeance cast in a winter storm that lashed out at any 
solid object unlucky enough to feel its scorn for the loss of the innocent. 
This was a divine answer to the injustice, terror, evil, and hate that had 
entrenched itself on a gentle soil that had included all no matter color of 
skin, or ethnic beginnings. Sue felt her strength surge from this storm. 
During battles that were to be fought in a war for freedom she would always 
remember this mountain storm out here in the wild west of America the 
beautiful. She recollected not a perfect country but one always inspired with 
hope, promise, and a constant push by those who’d been denied greatness in 
the places they’d left. Sue would give her last breath for her freedom; she 
was not going to loss. 


All through that morning Sue poured over books, maps, and documents that 
had been left to the dust until this determined hour. Her skill, training, and 
experience would need to be at its peak in this fight against these black- 
hearted scorchers of earth. Sue’s days were spent at the table with all this 
information spread across its surface. On this table was humankind’s 
accumulated knowledge on the art of war, make no mistake about it people 
were unfortunately very expert at killing. This knowledge base had been 
refined to a fine tuned exquisite evil. When used by those who respected its 
power and used it only for the purposes of bringing freedom & justice to the 
oppressed, it was transformed into a righteous force. Revolutionaries, 
freedom fighters, and rebels determined never to let pain conquer over joy: 
it was all here on Sue’s table. She alone had the ferocity and ability to 
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prevail over these invaders but of course she had no idea at that moment the 
crucial role she’d play in the coming years. Her strength of will would 
empower, embolden, and lead millions once again back to their lands of 
freedom; it was typical of the future to never avail itself to those who just 
did what they believed to be what was right. Glory is never the goal of the 
leader who just wants to unshackle the oppressed, the hopeless, or the 
voiceless citizen. Only those who’ve been blessed with freedom so hard 
fought can at some later future glorify their leaders; this is the gift to the 
children of those who’ve long gone to their graves. Duty is what calls forth 
those who would lay down their lives for a sparkling ideal, the love of their 
nation, country, and its magnificent natural beauties. Never should anyone 
be allowed to take one’s home from them without a fight. Our ideals must 
encompass not just the easy but also the hard. 


Sue was forged from this ethical foundation, ideals that would never allow 
her to compromise her values simply because it was an easier comfortable 
course of inaction. This was to be a fight to the death. This enemy would be 
crushed under her boots wherever they placed their yellow goo covered 
hands. Her fire was building each second she calculated, devoured 
knowledge, and thought of John her beloved son; yes vengeance would also 
be sweetly fulfilled. 


Packing up a special book, a map, some provisions, and her weapons Sue 
tearfully locked the cabin behind her not looking back as she walked down 
the gravel road out to face evil head-on. 


Deciding to make her way through the backcountry in an attempt to locate 
other survivors that might be converted into a rebel fighting force Sue 
traveled to many small towns that dotted her map. Rebels were usually 
underequipped, significantly outnumbered, but motivated beyond monetary 
inducements. If that motivation could be harnessed in a disciplined well- 
trained force that engaged the superior enemy using guerrilla tactics the 
psychological wear down of the enemy could try their staying power. With 
backpack, courage, a leader’s charismatic persona, a plan, and hope Sue 
stealthily moved from town to town in search of recruits for her already 
growing army. From just over a dozen a month ago to now thirty thousand 
spread around a few units covering a two hundred square mile area the rebel 
fighter’s numbers were increasing as word spread. 
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Initially, Sue was the solitary military trainer of the swelling ranks of 
resistance soldiers. Has time progressed Sue handed the training over to a 
few of the initial recruits who also started exercising command authority. 
These first volunteers became her central command, trainers, and confidants 
in what would be hard fought attacks on Extermination Centers, munitions 
depots, command posts, and many other high value targets. Sue in 
consultation with Andy, Michelle, Sandy, Jake, Mike, Dan, and Ben (all 
generals in this army of citizen fighters) had agreed that by eventually 
concentrating their energies on these Extermination Centers they could free 
innocent people, and disrupt the primary objective of the enemy: 
proliferating their progeny. Daring disruption of enemy goals was a crucial 
objective of a freedom fighter. A rebel force becomes larger than life with 
word of each daring successful exploit that reaches the community of the 
oppressed. 


Blending carefully back into the trees of the mountains never sleeping in the 
same place twice these mobile fighters trekked across vast distances on foot. 
Encoded messages were exchanged between the units by runners. 
Intelligence units would scout, and infiltrate enemy encampments passing 
back essential information about the habitual activities, troop strength, and 
anything else that could be used to sketch a better picture of the Tuok. They 
were always looking for a weakness, any minute hairline crack in their 
armor that may be exploited to the advantage of their rebel force. For to win 
in a battle of wits tied to proactive psychological warfare Sue realized you’d 
have to think like your enemy. Therefore, information of any kind was 
worth more than any quantity of stolen munitions; information could be 
merged with thought to become knowledge. 


Knowledge of the enemy would allow them to exploit their weaknesses, one 
right after the other in relentless offensive strikes. Sue emphasized with her 
generals that wars were not ultimately won by the most vicious fearless 
legions of a super state, but by the combatant that employed the 
psychological art of war against their enemy with a precision laser like 
focus. 


By their lean nature Sue’s force was more agile, responsive, individually 
creative, adaptive, and more lethal with every engagement. The enemy had 
an ace up their sleeve that every commander of a numerically inferior ill- 
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equipped army of freedom fighters must always be on the lookout for; 
never, absolutely never let a superior force isolate your entire force. If the 
superior enemy located the entire force of rebels it would hit Sue’s soldiers 
with all it’s pent up furry — the entire rebel force would perish. That was one 
of the primary reasons Sue never allowed her army of freedom fighters to 
congregate in one location; they were always geographically broken up and 
on the move. This was the most important point in all the training that Sue 
gave those who were humanity’s last chance at survival; overwhelming 
firepower alone didn’t win wars but if concentrated upon their entire rebel 
army at once, it would crush them. 


The daringly successful exploits of the “Mountain Lions” as they were soon 
to be called traveled far and wide. Their raids on enemy ammunition dumps 
were meticulously planned down to the second. Every action conducted 
against the Tuok skillfully tore from them what they treasured most. 


Over time even the Tuok were psychologically plugged into believing that 
these phantom raiders were invincible — at least the regular enlisted soldiers 
of the Tuok were under this illusion. Not so with the Tuok officers who 
recognized a psychological attack from the many they’d experienced. 
Startling the Tuok officers into stupefied disbelief wasn’t the attempt by the 
humans to utilize propaganda to instill hope in their dying population but 
their coupling of this to acts of military aggression. This aggression at first 
killed small numbers and then many more Tuok soldiers who were 
unprepared for the stiff resistance offered by a highly unpredictable primate 
species that didn’t obey the dictates of logic like other’s that’d faced 
elimination. When they finally came to terms with these hosts that were 
giving them far more trouble than expected the Tuok had already lost large 
stockpiles of ammunition expertly captured by these human raiders. 


With their entire society operating under the shadow of a military police 
state the Tuok soldiers were rife with fear. Fear cascaded down through the 
ranks all the way to the enlisted fighters. Fear being the driver of actions, it 
also became the driver of inactions that perpetuated the self-interested 
instinctual survival of their entire corrupt, reactionary dysfunctional 
machine. No Tuok soldier regardless of rank wanted to convey bad news or 
take any action no matter how proactively wise because it would personally 
jeopardize their chances of climbing higher up away from as many of the 
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abusive reactive tyrants from above. So when the “Mountain Lions” starting 
inflicting heavy casualties, damage, and acquiring a significant number of 
weapons: reports were doctored, numbers changed, and many yellow asses 
covered. Not a single Tuok in the military chain of command wanted to put 
their butt on the line in a system that didn’t operate within the realm of logic 
but reacted out of terrified fright. Little known at the time by the human 
freedom fighters was how utterly unstable this Swiss cheese Tuok social & 
military structure really was; it was never designed to withstand concerted 
opposition for any sustained length of time. What was happening out in the 
extreme hinterlands of the Milky Way galaxy on this nondescript blue planet 
amounted to a clash of cultures? Two distinct societies derived from two 
unique imperatives: the Tuok being the stasis bound fear driven police state 
that demanded consistent unimaginative process driven actions; and the 
human society based upon individual initiative coursing around a pseudo 
democratic dynamic creative soap that grafted to the unpredictable — the 
indeterminate. This unpredictable nature of the humans was throwing the 
Tuok off balance; they could never seem to get their bearings and with any 
luck could be evicted from this tumultuous planet with all their well-oiled 
plans blown asunder. 


“We’re now ready to attack the Denver Extermination Center” Sue declared 
with absolute conviction on a morning after months of successful attacks on 
Tuok targets. Andy had some misgivings about taking on this heavily 
fortified and armed camp not more than 1! years into their operation. “Sue, 
granted we now have a force of two hundred thousand well-armed and well 
trained soldiers but do you think that it is wise to engage the enemy at one of 
their most fortified locations; now?” There command protocol was a little 
unique in that everyone was on a first name basis with rank clearly visible 
on a metal insignia pinned to his or her chest. “We must start attacking these 
death camps or there won’t be any people left to fight for and furthermore 
we’ll be able to add new volunteer recruits to our ranks with each new camp 
struck.” 


An army could easily get into a comfortable well-worn rut just like any 
organization that experienced predicable success from predicable actions. 
Sue realized that this was a very dangerous place to be because if they 
stayed on their present course the edge of her fighters could be irreparably 
dulled. She knew all to well that there were no guarantees and no war was 
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won by constantly playing it safe; the line dared to cross must be crossed 
from time to time in order that long-term objectives were met. 


Discussion continued with her command staff for more than four hours 
moving from concern, to excitement that they would finally start freeing the 
condemned from a death camp, to the realization that this would be their 
most ambitious engagement, and to meticulous planning covering every 
possible contingency. Sue wouldn’t be satisfied by their progress until they 
started saving lives — human lives. It was resolved by the command staff that 
any poor soul unfortunate to be lying prostrate on those tables of death 
would already be considered alien. This was because the outcome of having 
a Tuok worm enter your brain through your ear canal was immediate and 
permanent brain degeneration but worse still there was no way to dislodge 
the bloody parasite once it lodged its tiny hooks into the brain matter. 
Therefore those lying on the tables would be killed outright as enemy 
combatants but those not yet lying on the tables would be saved along with 
all the other prisoners locked up in the cubes outside. 
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Chapter 8 


Walking listlessly a battered man stepped over debris some of it no larger 
than a coffee can other pieces twice the size of cars, they may have even 
been cars at one time but now resembled gigantic lumps of coal fused into 
this littered landscape reaching to the horizon. Wreckage of a civilization 
blasted to unrecognizable chunks of melted metal. No trees, grass, or any 
other green vegetation remained just brown, gray, and of course black; 
mostly black. This much destruction could only have been made by a Star 
Ray projecting its orange — yellow beam in a wide swath across the ground 
in all directions. The surface dirt had even been melted as if it had been 
liquid lava. 


Shifting his gaze head on to the hot sun the man’s face carried an image of 
the steel character that drove this survivor of blistering devastation onward. 
Pain was the grimace that stabbed sharp jabs in this face of intelligence, 
compassion, and determination. A scar from an earlier battle with life ran 
from his eye clear to his jaw. This was the face of a man acquainted with 
fighting, using his wits, and maintaining his cool under pressure. His eyes 
betrayed the fortitude of a leader but a leader who no longer had any 
followers. If they remained there whereabouts could never be reveled for the 
death camps awaited — no these remainders like the leftovers in a messy 
division problem were scattered in forests across the continent. 


His recollection of events had become fragmentary glimpses in a nightmare 
he was forced to relive every night. The years had not faded the inevitable 
fall of a military to an imminently superior invading force. This man carried 
an indomitable optimism that could never be extinguished even immersed in 
the most insurmountable odds. He just never acknowledged defeat; the word 
defeat just wasn’t in his vocabulary. So his trek across this scorched, twisted 
landscape continued. His feet just kept moving mechanically like a robot’s 
jerky uncertain steps. His footfalls were carefully placed to avoid jutting 
sharp shards of glass, metal, any of a number of the incalculable rubble of 
the losing side. Former President Cruz of the now defeated United States of 
America would never admit defeat. They would put him in his grave before 
he’d admit defeat to any enemy that believed they could so easily destroy 
his spirit or the leather determination of this nation of fighters. 
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Justin had fought this enemy with every military asset at his disposal 
sending about fifty percent of their war triangles to earthly graves. The Tuok 
sustained heavy losses against a host population that they’d initially 
considered a push over like all the rest of the primitive hosts they’d crushed 
in the past. President Cruz hit them hard with punches coming from the left 
then the right, and jabs up the middle; he was unrelenting for nine punishing 
years. Any average, normal, complacent, lobbyist bound President of the 
past would have only lasted for at most two years. Even now with every 
soldier, tank, F-22, F-35, special opps ordinance, basically every piece of 
hardware blown to bits to protect the citizens of this great nation he still 
believed that no amount of power could extinguish the flame of freedom 
from this his country. 


In his current state of starvation and thirst this truly great leader of 
humankind new he would have the opportunity to meet this enemy of the 
United States of America on the battlefields of the future — only instead of 
destroying fifty percent of their force he’d pulverize this trash in the gigantic 
trash compactor of complete annihilation. This lion’s ferocity was forged in 
a jungle of uncompromising determination. Viewing the complete 
destruction of this area and many more in the last couple months of the fight 
conducted by the regular military the Tuok probably thought they had 
finally zapped the spirit of the human population. They might even have 
surmised that the rebel attacks would end once the regular military was 
wiped from existence — they were deadly wrong. If anything these events 
just increased the resolve of the people to fight to the death — humanities 
spirit would never be so easily vaporized. 


Facing west towards the snowcapped mountains Justin moved ever more 
slowly up a mound of pulverized concrete and steel rods jutting skyward. 
This building on the outskirts of the city was what was left of the Air Force 
Academy. 


Off in the distance was a small curling plume of smoke that looked lonely 
contra posed to this surreal scene. Resolving to head in that direction Justin 
moved his reluctant feet out towards this solitary skyward movement. This 
was the only movement discernable over a vast expanse that crested at the 
base of the mountain range. “Was it possible that someone on the outside of 
this inferno had actually survived?” Justin wondered. “Or was this just some 
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slowly smoldering fire refusing to be extinguished?” 


Distances were deceiving out here on an open desolate structure less, 
crumbled, twisted, and darkened place of ghosts. He was sure he’d been 
walking for hours. Drawn to this now spidery whiff of smoke following a 
path high into the dark blue dome Justin continued his stumbled hike. This 
diminishing line of smoke jarred from his deeply submerged subconscious 
the last hours of the federal government. 


Deep inside Cheyenne Mountain he’d witnessed the remnants of a once 
mighty military being snuffed out in a rout that was painfully visible on the 
mounted display screens. He had been honored to be witness to the heroism 
displayed on this fateful day. The last of many brilliantly executed military 
strategies devised by generals, and admirals who were at the top of their 
game played the enemy to exhaustion like a cat playing with a mouse. In the 
faces of all those present was the knowledge that defeat was all that awaited 
these brave soldiers. If this was truly a citizen tending a fire who might have 
been saved from a six by six hole by the sacrifice of all those who knew 
they’d be the last defenders of a great nation — all was not in vain. Just 
relieving the pressure from a cooker turned on high for nine grueling years 
had at the very least given the freedom fighters (more specifically the 
“Mountain Lions”) time to organize and battle the Tuok. No, the brave men 
and women who’d given their lives in defense of their country were nothing 
short of exemplary in the execution of their missions; there was no doubt in 
Justin’s mind that if the U.S. military hadn’t performed superbly the 
resistance would never have gotten off the ground. He would never forget 
these brave citizen soldiers who answered the call to duty knowing full well 
when they faced the enemy that day they’d never see the dawn of the next 
day. 


To Justin that was the embodiment of patriotism; selfless acts taken in a 
community of citizens all striving to ensure the continuance of a nation 
founded upon freedom. It hadn’t been a perfect nation but instead a nation 
seething with self-interested turmoil. But there was one overriding element 
that separated it from all the other weak imitations — the people were 
generally driven to improve in spurts the imperfect union. 


Getting closer to the rising smoke Justin walked on drifting in and out of a 
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dreamlike stupor. How long had it been since he’d eaten? Water had been a 
touch and go affair — finding it in a hole, an old pipe, or a stream that came 
down from the mountains. “Must be getting closer,” he thought in a less 
than conscious haze. 
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The floor shook with a vibration that sent the huge monitors on the wall 
cascading down exploding into thousands of sharp shards of glass. Rocks 
from the ceiling came crashing down first in smaller than larger pieces that 
plastered the computer terminals. Equipment that had been assembled with 
such meticulous care: all of it state-of-the-art technology lay exposed to a far 
greater set of technologies wielded by an evil that saw no boundaries to 
complete victory. Emergency lighting flickered on in hesitating flashes until 
it dimly lit up the cavernous rooms. A great power had gasped its last dying 
breath. There was nothing left to send against the enemy, for the Tuok had 
won their last battle with the only remaining earthly government, a tenacious 
hard fought victory. No other earthly governments were left standing, for the 
United States of America was all that had remained for five years — until 
now. Being hustled out a special emergency exit cave by Secret Service 
agents President Cruz must have walked a good four miles in this poorly lit 
hole. In an instant a huge rock dislodged itself from the ceiling killing his 
Secret Service detachment that’d been walking up ahead. Citizen Justin at 
that moment was utterly alone, a loneliness that had never truly left him in a 
life of emotional pain held back by a strength that never allowed it to be 
exposed under any circumstances. 


Climbing over the huge boulder blocking the way Justin found a small 
opening towards the top with just enough room for him to wiggle through to 
the other side. Walking what seemed to be another three to four miles he 
finally reached a steel vault door the size of the entire opening that had a 
hand print and retinal scanner affixed to the wall. They were both 
functioning at least there seemed to be power so he placed his hand on the 
cold Plexiglas plate covering the palm scanner. At that very minute the door 
started to open. He realized that the eye scanner must have been a redundant 
unit in case the palm unit failed. The hydraulic powered locking mechanism 
purred with clicking sounds that could be heard releasing what must have 
been numerous locking bars that had penetrated deep into the wall. When 
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the door finally opened inwards Justin was startled to find the door must 
have been at least six feet thick made entirely of solid steel. Light was 
pouring in from outside. Walking up steps squinting while his eyes adjusted 
to the light Justin began to emerge from the opening that was carefully 
concealed in what looked like a park with bare trees that obscured this hatch 
from prying eyes. Moving into the park in what had once been the city 
center of Colorado Springs he was emotionally flattened by the absolute 
destruction that met his eyes. In all directions everything was leveled, 
Apache helicopters with tail rotors reaching for the sky, fighter planes 
flipped over or scattered in pieces thrust into the ground, bodies some 
skeletons others stiff gray cadavers littered large areas of burnt ground, and 
two enemy war triangles the length of skyscrapers lay fractured on a surface 
that must have been about three football fields wide. Justin bent down on his 
knees and grasped two handfuls of dust from the ground releasing the dusty 
dirt to the wind while a tear slowly made its way from an eye wrestling to 
hold back the accumulated pain. Regaining his composure he brushed his 
hands on his pants and resolutely stood erect in a posture indicating that he 
was ready to take on this enemy until they either killed him or he killed 
them. 


Water poured over his head. It must be water for it was wet and cool. Justin 
gingerly opened his eyes to see the tops of trees. Taking in a whiff of air he 
made out a pungent evergreen cool dry natural perfume smell that could 
only mean he was in the forest probably up in the mountains. He started to 
make out voices faintly audible now becoming clearer and easier to hear. 
There was one voice that had the force of strength indicative of a leader’s 
voice that would talk then listen. For it went silent intermittently while 
others talked. This voice was a ting deep for that of a woman but it was 
unmistakably feminine; a controlled voice, not a scared voice, but powerful. 
He was lying on some soft sleeping bag that was now wet where his head 
rested. The man who had awoken Justin from his hunger induced 
unconscious stupor held a large coffee cup at his side as he seemed to 
appraise Justin’s condition and looked relieved when he saw that Justin was 
looking at him with a questioning glare. “Sue he’s come out of it.” At that 
moment this commanding presence hovered over him; an Amazonian 
woman built tall, strong, with blazing blue eyes, all coupled with the 
features of a very handsome woman. Her personality overwhelmed you at 
first sight. She possessed a confidence that could quell any fear in those she 
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led just by her sheer presence. 


Justin forced himself to sit up on the sleeping bag; no easy task when pain 
was jutting across your back from cramping muscles strained to their limit 
from exhaustion and lack of food. Sue lowered her over six-foot body 
carefully sitting right in front of him. She reached her hand out and said 
“My name is Sue Preston Commander of the Mountain Lions; pleased to 
meet you Mr. President.” Justin responded, “Sue pleased to meet you and 
please call me Justin for the government of the United States of America no 
longer exists. We’re all in this fight together as human beings not titles.” 
Sue was impressed with this man sitting before her. “He had the deep voice 
of a tiger that exuded a virile uncompromising power.” They both just sat 
for a few minutes appraising each other; these two leaders who had carved 
out their steps on homemade ladders to eventually earn the respect of the 
many who wanted to follow them out of the gates of hell. Very seldom does 
nature deposit real leaders (not the phony make believe kind) who are thrust 
under the same set of circumstances fighting the same enemy. This was truly 
a glimpse of how the human race would eventually reach the Promised Land 
devoid of the Tuok. 


“Damn, are you sure you want me to just address you Mr. President by your 
first name?” her voice conveying the struggle she was having at addressing 
her Commander and Chief on a first name basis. “Yes, please don’t hesitate 
to just call me Justin. I’m honored to be in your presence after hearing about 
your army’s successes against our enemy. So, please by all means let’s drop 
the formality we’re all just working together to blow those yellow beasts 
clean into outer space.” Sue thought she’d better explain to the President 
about why they’d poured water on his face. “Justin sorry about pouring 
water on your face but you’d been unconscious for two days before one of 
our scouting parties looking for useable supplies within the ruins found you 
lying face down in the ground. We hoped you’d rouse and thankfully you 
did because we really must get the hell out of here because the Tuok patrol 
this area quite heavily. So Mike one of my unit commanders is getting you 
an energy bar and water at this very moment. Sir, if you can walk after 
eating that energy bar and drinking some water I’d suggest we high tail it 
out of here immediately.” Justin thought “She really is a commanding 
presence this leader among leaders.” “Thanks, Mike” as Justin reached out 
for the canteen of water and the energy bar with noticeably bony hands. 
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After gulping down the water and devouring the energy bar that tasted better 
than a steak dinner right about now Justin felt his body respond with a rush 
of adrenaline or was it merely the much-needed carbohydrates. “Sue, I can 
walk fine. Let’s get the hell out of Dodge.” Mike handed Justin a firm strong 
walking stick that would help him support his weakened body over the next 
few miles back to their camp. 


Breaking twigs and crackling sounds were heard as darkness started to fall. 
The trail had a ghostly feel almost like something sinister awaited them up 
over the hill up ahead. Sue was at this moment whispering to Mike with a 
concerned look that betrayed a stony seriousness. Mike was pointing with 
his hands to a group of thirty fighters on the left and right of the main force 
indicating that they should flank on either side of their position through the 
forest. Sue then put up her hand suggesting that the fighters slow down their 
pace. This fine-tuned and experienced fighting machine impressed Justin; 
they executed their unspoken orders with precision. Pulling on Justin’s 
sleeve Sue spoke crispy into his ear. “I’m afraid that we have company and 
from the sounds coming from various parts of this forest a fairly large 
scouting party. Justin I’d like you to move back towards the center of our 
main force.” In an instant orange-yellow beam’s flamed from multiple 
locations in the now dark forest. Three “Mountain Lions” dropped to the dirt 
with still burning holes in their torsos. Gunfire exploded, sounding off in 
rapid succession deep in the densely packed blackness. Now lying flat on 
the dirt trail surrounded by an army of about two hundred freedom fighters 
Justin pointed at the hand weapon on the hip of the fighter next to him. He 
immediately took the gun out of the holster handing the weapon to Justin 
along with a couple of clips. 


Justin flashed back to his early childhood years sitting at a kitchen table 
while his father cleaned an assortment of rifles and handguns. At the time 
Justin hated his father for exposing him to the underworld of violence that 
included constant contact with the scum encrusted L.A. Latino gangland 
community. Over the roller coaster of years he’d spent surviving in this 
dangerous environment he couldn’t recollect a single contribution his dad 
made to his life — until now. Lying on his stomach with gunfire bursting on 
both sides of the trail and orange-yellow rays that could burn a person clean 
in two he finally appreciated his dad’s only contribution to his son’s life. 
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His dad made it a point to train him in the proper use of firearms. This 
meant cleaning, handling, and firing on a target range in a secluded area of a 
crime infested inner city park. It was a ritual with his dad making sure Justin 
new every last detail about handling a weapon expertly. Justin was expected 
to not just be proficient with a weapon but also be a marksman of 
unparalleled competence. Twice a week he’d spend no less than two hours 
going through boxes of ammunition hitting not close to the bull’s-eye but 
right on with every shot; it was expected or this loving pit-bull of a dad 
would threaten to kill him outright if he couldn’t live up to his expectations. 
It’s amazing, when your caring father figure points a gun at your temple 
how your accuracy improves dramatically in a very short period of time. 


They were in a firefight for their lives with Tuok rushing their positions on 
all sides. Justin shot about seven of this yellow enemy in quick secession in 
a matter of seconds; his fellow defenders next to him on the ground glanced 
with shocked grins. Being significantly outnumbered these freedom fighters 
appreciated this unexpected military expertise being exhibited by this 
politician, this former leader of the free world. The battle raged on for more 
than an hour with silent orange-yellow rays and tracer-guided fire 
crisscrossing this bleak night. Well into the second hour tracer fire could be 
seen coming from semi circles to the right and left of the trail. Sue quickly 
pointed at the core unit on the trail indicating that they should immediately 
advance up the trail closing the noose on either side of these enemy 
combatants. With the enemy completely encircled the “Mountain Lions” 
exacted their own version of justice on these demons who had exterminated 
millions of defenseless people; they finished off this heartless enemy. 


“Get a move on it people!” Sue roared like a lioness fully frothed from the 
heat of battle. “We’ve got to get the hell out of here now before their war 
triangles arrive! Double time it folks!” Before he realized what he was doing 
Justin was running full bore down this trail to their camp. But about three 
miles into their full out run they swerved off to the right onto an obscure 
barely visible trail; more like a deer path. Thankfully thought Justin, he’d 
maintained his health by running about four miles daily even if it was only 
on a treadmill when he was holed up under Cheyenne Mountain. These 
tough fighters ran at a pace with full gear that would have worn out only but 
the most aerobically conditioned person. They kept at a full run down this 
narrow dear path for about an hour until they reached a moonlit clearing. On 
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all sides of this clearing the moonlight glistened on white snowy peaks that 
seemed to guard this tightly cloistered valley out in the middle of nowhere — 
literally nowhere for this was absolute wilderness. Once they had climbed 
down a rocky cliff that required the agility of a mountain goat to cling to 
Justin found himself walking on a trail that hugged the underside of the very 
cliff they’d just descended. He finally realized why this was the perfect 
entrance to a secret camp; it was secluded under an overhanging cliff that 
was never exposed to the open. Up high, inferred sensors or other detection 
methods including unobstructed sight on a clear day wouldn’t reveal the 
hidden ‘door’ to this camp of “Mountain Lion” freedom fighters. This was 
one of many camps Justin would be exposed to over the next few years in 
their long uninterrupted fight with a ruthless enemy. For the Tuok would 
need to feel the pain of defeats more profound than had been thus far felt to 
give up their harvest of prized breeder hosts. 
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Chapter 9 


Sliding silently in the vacuum of space was an armada of two thousand 
Tuok war triangles heading towards some nondescript insignificant planet 
on one of the outer spirals of the Milky Way galaxy. Arriving in the targeted 
solar system they advanced towards Earth with the Sun blazing bright 
yellow behind them. These huge black harbingers of destruction and death 
having emerged from the depths of an evil playing itself out on a primitive, 
basically defenseless planet were about to end all governmental resistance to 
Tuok rule; the hosts on this defiant rock would bend on bent knees. 


After losing fifty percent of his forces in the last five years to the United 
States of America the only government left standing, Harvon Zabon was 
going to wipe out this last annoying strain of military resistance once and for 
all. He was tired of looking weak back home on Yoron were he’d become 
the laughing stock of the entire upper crust of the military establishment. 
General Ewock-Tu was at wits end in his dealings with Harvon. The general 
threatened to replace Harvon and demote him if he couldn’t secure the 
harvest of these unruly primate hosts. It was downright degrading to Harvon 
to have such a primitive breeder species wipe out so many of his red war 
triangles with not fusion powered minimally advanced technology but with 
fossil fuel fighters of all things — it was downright embarrassing. Not able to 
locate where these pesky humans were clandestinely building this fossil fuel 
fighter called the F-22 Harvon was forced to sit in his sling and listen to 
reports presented in holographic tubes that repeatedly showed Tuok red war 
triangles being split into hundreds of fractured pieces by these agile craft. 


All that was going to end tomorrow in one final battle that would pit an 
overwhelming number of the most advanced war triangles the Tuok could 
field against these troublesome pests — terror would finally fill the hearts of 
these damn uncooperative hosts when they saw the power conveyed against 
them. 


To make matters worse destructive rebels named after some hairy fanged 
creature called a Mountain Lion plagued Harvon. They were spreading 
havoc across large swaths of the North American continent. Destroying 
outposts, raiding weapons depots, and blowing up Extermination Centers 
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after freeing the human hosts not yet harvested by patiently waiting 
poddlings. 


It was becoming ever more problematic that the Tuok the supreme parasitic 
species of the universe could chain these breeder beasts down while the 
precious little poddlings liquefied their brains. Harvon thought, “There was 
just too much fight in this breeder species to expend any more energy 
beyond what was planned tomorrow. If their spirit wasn’t squashed after 
vaporizing the U.S. military: the last primate government on this blue 
demon of a planet then they’d never be broken. Harvon would then 
recommend to General Ewock-Tu that they cut their losses and move on to 
harvest another more pliable, easily crushed planet of breeders.” But 
knowing the stubbornness of the general Harvon clearly understood the risk 
of recommending any course of action to him that he hadn’t already 
considered. 


For General Ewock-Tu was a vain parasite that relished his control over 
others far more than instituting rational plans or actions. He’d easily 
sacrifice underlings if it meant that he could cover his own yellow ass more 
effectively. Also, he had no compunction about engaging in a set of actions 
that were detrimental to his race, government, and those he led if it 
guaranteed his place in the limelight or advanced his interests in the slightest 
way. With these realities weighting heavily upon Harvon he fully believed 
that if he was required to make his recommendation for leaving this un- 
Yoronly world it would be his last act before he was booted out of the 
military. 


How could these tenacious earthlings withstand the wrath of an armada of 
the latest generation of war triangles firing the most lethal weapons in the 
universe; second only to the lethality of weapons deployed on the white war 
saucers of the Zalon Kingdom? The question loomed large in Harvon’s 
mind. Was it even remotely possible that with the total annihilation of this 
last power on the planet that resistance would continue? Given all that 
Harvon had experienced from these feisty ancestors of club wielding 
primates he wasn’t completely certain of the outcome but he did feel 
confident that there was more than a good possibility that once they 
experienced this next level of destruction they’d give up the fight — maybe. 
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After spending another restless night gurgling on his sling slipping in and 
out of dreams of Yoron in all its acidic beauty Harvon was more than ready 
to be rid of this nagging unyielding problem called humanity. “Commander 
the armada of our Filon Class war triangles has arrived and is in orbit around 
Earth; awaiting instructions, sir.” Harvon felt the joy of absolute power; the 
power of thirty stars times two thousand, under his command. It would be 
the power to vanquish this normal planet of breeders to the brink of despair 
once unleashed. Filon Class war triangles that were on the order of three 
hundred percent more destructive than the old Krilon Class red triangles had 
up until this point only been used in regular military operations like fighting 
Gook aggressors — the Tuoks sworn enemy. Never before had the Tuok 
needed the ultimate firepower of these black giants against a simply 
primitive breeder species. One thing was for sure they’d have to rewrite the 
book on planetary implantation once this unsavory interaction with these 
human hosts was completed. 


Harvon spoke with a vengeance that could not be masked. “Sub- 
Commander Norta advance on your target. Remember that this is to be a 
lesson to the remaining uncooperative humans that we mean business — so 
leave nothing standing, no harvestable survivors. Sub-Commander Norta 
what I want is complete and utter destruction of everything — especially their 
last repulsive example of a primitive military. Is this completely understood 
Sub-Commander?” “Yes Sir we’ll make them pay dearly for their 
insubordination!” 


Unknown to these simple black and white, clear and not clear Supreme 
parasites was the imperative that drove humanity to the limits of endurance. 
It was an imperative that subordinated all others including the biologically 
induced sexual drive, need to eat, and the requirement to quench a thirst 
with water. But it was out there, impelling the weak to be strong, the fearful 
to have courage, and the meek to speak out; this purely human need to exist 
unfettered from chains, bonds, or tyranny that restricted speech and actions. 
These insults to the human spirit were also deliverable via physical insults in 
the form of pain. 


None of this concerned Harvon for his culture, his society was obtuse to 
every construct deemed acceptable to the majority of men and women on 
this technologically inferior but sociologically superior planet. For Harvons 
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species was just utterly incapable of comprehending the concept of freedom. 
But it was freedom that formed the touchstone that made human life worth 
living. Without it unfulfilled wishes and desires accumulated until they’d 
erupted forth in a fury of pent up frustration that no power in the universe 
could subdue. There was no reining in of those wanting to be free, truly free 
not free in the illusory sense, but free to speak their minds without worry 
that those who held power would punish them. Free to live their lives in 
constructive meaningful ways. No, unequivocally never, would humanity 
just lie down peacefully to die. Maybe other so-called breeders didn’t 
possess this imperative to survive, prosper, advance, and be productive 
outside of a manipulative superstructure. Not so with human beings, for they 
would fight to the last to rid themselves of those who’d destroy them in 
order to feed unquenchable needs. 


Harvon had in fact been learning this lesson from humanity for the nine 
years that he’d attempted to extinguish this fire of freedom. Now he’d feel 
the full wrath of an oppressed and slowly strangled primate species that had 
withstood all the odds to become nature’s ultimate example of an unbridled 
spirit. This was to be the final lesson learned by Harvon and eventually 
learned by those who followed in his footsteps of calculated oppression. 
School was in session and the Tuok the Supreme parasites of the universe 
were about to learn a lesson taught by a most unlikely ‘primitive’ breeder 
species out at the edge of ‘no where’s Ville’ on a far flung blue planet in an 
arm of the Milky Way galaxy. 


The day dawned on Colorado Springs a city that had withstood onslaught 
after onslaught by the Tuok. With Denver lost early on in the war Colorado 
Springs stood as a symbol to human perseverance. Over the last two years it 
was one of only a handful of cities still remaining within the United States 
of America. Even the name United States was now very misleading since 
the only states left within the union that hadn’t already fallen to this vicious 
enemy were portions of Colorado and New Mexico. Tuok yellow covered 
the entire planet except in these havens of humanity that clung desperately 
in a terribly hard struggle to hold back extinction. Hardest to face daily for 
the civilians was the undeniable fact that their defenses would break; there 
just was no way to hold back determined evil. All the residents in cities like 
Albuquerque, Pueblo, Colorado Springs, El Paso, and far too many 
insignificant small towns thrashed about in a pool of anxiety. No one wanted 
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to recognize the reality that the forces protecting them were being whittled 
down slowly by an aggressor that had unlimited resources, the resources of 
many worlds. 


When the light crested over the hills to the east the city dwellers could feel 
the calm before the storm for it was palpable. Something oppressive was 
hanging out there waiting to suck these last human holdouts down a swirling 
cauldron. Children were at home with their families or more appropriately 
their single mothers or dads. Military dads and mothers were either dead or 
still fighting. Not much concentrated thought commenced on this day; their 
last. Hell was coming up around a final orbit just now entering the 
atmosphere of this planet. Advanced Tuok black war triangles never before 
deployed against a primitive breeder species were barreling down on this 
their target with orders to incinerate every last plant, animal, and human 
being. No trace of Homo sapiens and their creations would remain in these 
targeted cities after this fateful day. 


Getting advance notice of approaching Tuok war triangles in a configuration 
that signaled the approach of an armada closing fast on the entire region all 
available F-22s were launched for combat. In Cheyenne Mountain the 
analysts tasked with identifying well known enemy assets after nine years of 
experience in the thick of war were baffled. These configurations floating 
across their screens with estimates of mass, velocity, position, and energy 
signatures matched nothing these experts had seen before. Were their 
systems malfunctioning? The mass alone of one of these things was twice 
that of a standard run of the mill red war triangle. Clearly, these expert war 
fighters assumed they had bogus data warped by an unknown system 
anomaly. None of the data made sense. 


“Echo bravo one, do you read?” “This is echo bravo one.” “Echo bravo one 
we’re staring down the barrel of at least one thousand war triangles that are 
twice the size of your garden variety triangle. Oh my god! Echo bravo one, 
their power signature per our onboard systems is off the scale.” The flyers 
knew all too well that war wasn’t played fair and square on equal terms but 
only to win. Those unfortunate to be on the receiving end of far superior 
weaponry couldn’t just raise their hands and call foul against the opposing 
side for not playing fair. Forget it, these brave fighters would take the hand 
they were dealt and play it the best they could under the circumstances. Not 
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an iota of energy would be expended upon worrying about death or losing as 
these combat experienced flyers assumed attack formation and engage the 
aggressors. 


Switching on the state-based systems monitoring unit in the F-22’s the 
fighter pilots readied the AI adaptive sub-systems for their enhanced flight, 
navigation, and ordinance control. They then isolated the multiple enemy 
targets with a verbal command acknowledging to the system that it had 
accurately identified the war triangles as threats. Once identified as threats 
the pilots rammed their planes toward their selected targets afterburners 
flaring brightly with white flames erupting out their thrusters. “All right 
ladies and gentlemen their larger so when we get to their underbellies let 
them have your full load. Then high tail it out of hell’s way!” 


The squad leader realized that this would probably be his last dogfight. 


Squad leader Major Donovan was the first to start his vertical accent 
towards one of the menacing pitch-black craft. Instructing his AI system to 
begin vertical attack mode he released the stick allowing the plane to start its 
dynamic system guided rocket mode assent straight up towards the triangle’s 
exposed guts. He could feel the plane compensating for an aeronautical 
transformation from standard plane to rocket fight by adjusting thrust, 
navigation, cross wind factors, and a multitude of other variables controlled 
in nanoseconds by chaotic mathematical calculations. This was truly a 
marvel of modern engineering this glass smooth fighter that used predictive 
algorithms to deliver its deadly ordinance keeping both its human pilot and 
itself alive. For the brain that guided the every action of this plane was 
totally integrated from airfoil to cockpit seat to the various state-based 
systems all acting in unison to be the most lethal fighter plane ever created 
by humankind. 


Unfortunately, today this marvel of human ingenuity was out matched by 
technology fine-tuned over billions of years in the form of the Filon Class 
war triangles. In their past encounters the human war fighters had been 
battling with the second string of a Tuok harvesting militia. This minor arm 
of a Tuok implantation machine extending the breath of a totalitarian state 
that encompassed thousands of solar systems was only used to wipe out the 
primitive militaries of host planets. Their Krilon Class war triangles were 
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the left over’s, century’s old, outmoded decommissioned (from the regular 
military) scows of the Tuok state. Never had it been necessary to call up the 
Filon Class war triangles from the regular military to deal with the harvest 
of a host planet — until now. 


Sensing an energy surge building in a hole on the circular protrusion 
extending from the concave underbelly of this monolithic undercurrent of 
dark power the F-22 adjusted ever so slightly avoiding a dark orange beam 
that had targeted it. Major Donovan overrode the auto state-control opting at 
that moment for partial state-control, which only assisted his experienced 
stick movements ever so slightly to drive this slick shiny air fighter up the 
throat of this offspring of demons. He was the last fighter pilot left on a 
brave planet of humanoids that could never comprehend the meaning of 
surrender. Pushing down hard on his stick firing button Major Donavon saw 
his entire load of missiles blast towards their target — in a split second he 
smiled as he saw this great black creature open up in thousands of fracture 
lines. In that same split second another black demon vaporized Major 
Donavon and the last F-22 that would fly for decades in the cobalt blue sky. 
His was the only successful kill of a Filon Class war triangle by the United 
States Air Force that day. An Air Force that ceased to exist along with a 
government that had been humankind’s last best hope for defending its 
small strip of freedom from the advancing black cloud of darkness that had 
obscured all light. 


This final battle had pounded mercilessly against the last organized 
government entity of this blue planet in this nondescript solar system; in the 
end the surface resembled a rubble-strewn playground of giants. Odd that 
this last battle hadn’t occurred in a more densely populated city like Denver 
just north of here, but such is the oddities of war. Denver had been overrun 
early on in the war before an adequate response could be raised against this 
invader with the result being that its inhabitants had been reduced to host 
fodder for the Tuok. The inhabitants of Colorado Springs had been lucky or 
unlucky (depending upon your fighter or defeatist perspective) by being 
geographically close to the central brain of the conflict, Cheyenne Mountain. 
They had the fortune of living their lives on borrowed time always acutely 
aware of the danger that from time to time brought its red gloved mauled fist 
pounding down from the sky. In the breaks between the terror of firefights 
that vaporized whole building, and caused burning streaks of aircraft to 
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pummel down onto those unfortunate to be in their path — citizens savored 
their freedom. It was a respite from the tragedy that had played out in places 
like Denver, New York, Los Angeles, Chicago, St. Louis, and yes-even Des 
Moines. For the enemy exhibited no favoritism in the ‘harvesting’ of human 
hosts in their heartless destruction of a race of intelligent beings. 


Linking history, to the present, to the future, a continuum of events morphs 
and follows many trajectories that vibrate within their probability paths. 
These ‘vibrations’ integrate the growth of perturbations that when correlated 
further through many future paths only insure that predicting future events is 
problematic at best for many possible outcomes are possible. Any of these 
probable outcomes might be the trajectory taken when innumerable 
variables extrapolate weighted rankings. Essentially, Commander Harvon 
Zabon was satisfied by the burning black message sent on this fateful day by 
a savage battle of searing death in a medium sized city named Colorado 
Springs. But looking up at the alien star filled sky on a crisp night he 
realized that destiny was only illusion for the slightest twinkling star might 
hold defeat or victory — he wasn’t confident even though his messengers of 
death had delivered their message forcefully. 
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Chapter 10 


Jangling chains could be heard punctuating the steady wind blowing dry 
across the tumbleweed. Typical to all suppressors of happiness and parasitic 
bleeders of life the chain more polished and refined than its primitive 
forerunners was still the preferential form of bondage. On the desert south of 
where Albuquerque once stood were some of the remnants of humanity. The 
Tuok dreading the very idea if not the more unsavory reality of having to 
track down their host prey in this dry, barren, and mountainous terrain had 
sent drones out to locate any primates that were running loose. 


Infinitely confident, the Tuok engaged in behaviors that verged on idiocy. If 
it weren’t for the fact that they had at their command copious amounts of 
power exercised through their machines they’d be a trivial species. 
Originality would never feverishly cry for release; they could never 
comprehend any deviation from the status quo; the static encrusted 
stagnation that was their sanctuary. 


Their plans, contingencies, and procedures dealt with every eventuality or 
finely engrained continuity for no out of the box thinking was acceptable 
within Tuok society. Any disruption of their tortured unwrinkled continuity 
based universe wrought disbelief in these linear thinkers who were unable to 
comprehend a nuanced perturbed world. The Mountain Lions evaded 
drones, and generally ran amok in what should have been the undisturbed 
domain of this technologically advanced parasite. They accomplished this 
by training their freedom fighters to reason unconventionally. Every recruit 
was taught to think around the corners and break free from thought 
gumming coagulating conformity. Complete freedom of thought 
unconstrained by any preconceptions or prejudices distorted the fine lines of 
dormant reasoning applied by the Tuok. Anything out of the ordinary was 
exceedingly disquieting to the Tuok; they could only fall back to their corner 
and cuddle their security blanket of processes. A perfect example of this 
ingrained attitude was exhibited when the Tuok continually denied that they 
had a problem with losing fifty percent of their red war triangles until nine 
long years had elapsed. 


Freedom fighters, escapees, and others just trying to survive stealthily in the 
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backwoods learned quickly to deviate from anything approaching standard 
behavior; away went the props that supported any form of standardization. It 
became every citizen’s duty to spice things up, disrupt the flow of continuity 
expected by the Tuok. Human beings fell back to their erratic primate 
origins of wrapping a core of rationality in seemingly irrational ways. 


No matter how hard the Tuok tried to understand the behavior humans 
exhibited they just couldn’t believe that their hosts wouldn’t accept their 
fate. This was a common strain of Tuok agitation this unrelenting rebel spirit 
inherent in these wild-eyed screaming uncooperative ape holdouts. This was 
nature’s way of equalizing an unsustainable formula that pitted a 
technologically advanced parasite against typically passive breeder ‘cows’. 
For it was an aberration of heightened spirit in humankind that broke the 
mold of the peaceful, resigned, complacent sniffling dopey eyed breeder that 
sacrificed their life for the Tuok - the exulted ‘superior’ parasite. 


So in the spirit of Wayne King who set the tone for how humanity should 
act in chains at the hands of sinister evil; the captive human beings rattled 
their chains, screamed, spewed forth vulgarities, spit, and lashed out. Wayne 
rightly theorized in his cube many years ago that this form of revolt would 
have the cumulative effect of straining what puny nerves the Tuok 
possessed. Over time this form of revolt practiced by each and every captive 
when combined with other outside pressures coming from the nationwide 
Mountain Lion rebel attacks would eventually build to an unbearable tempo. 
Each individual action when taken in concert with others would take their 
toll on the Tuok who’d finally leave Earth for more cooperative hunting 
grounds or make a fatal mistake. During his last days Wayne didn’t dive into 
a pit of self-pity but formulated his theory verbally passing it on to others 
who passed it on to new arrivals. It became a rite of passage for those who’d 
been forced to give their most precious possession to these parasitic takers. 


Across the desert past the high plains rested the largest population centers of 
the northeast. Cities with spires quiet and dark were deserted of people with 
only the wild animals and overgrown vegetation to watch the gradual 
disintegration. Millions had been sent to Extermination Centers taking with 
them to their perspective eternal destinations thousands of Tuok soldiers. 
Orderly lines of passive obedient hosts waiting their turn to be shoved into 
cubes were the dreamy visions that the Tuok longed for but would never 
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experience. A tougher crowd of survivors would never be found to surpass 
the grit of these city dwellers. They organized gangs or expanded already 
existing crime families. The office buildings in Manhattan became a 
slaughter zone that transported many Tuok to violent deaths. Gangsters of 
all shades taught the tools of their trade to all their fellow citizens. The bond 
of human community shot past the petty turf battles of divergent sides to 
settle in a communality of interest. Everyone was acutely aware of the 
tragedy that had befallen humanity and worked to halt the designs of this 
supreme evil. There were no illusions about the fate that awaited those who 
were captured and whisked away to Extermination Centers. There was no 
one else they could turn to but each other. 


The Night Messengers Corps of the Mountain Lions brought news, rumor, 
and hope via a human chain of message senders that comprised a vast 
underground communication network extending from the Pacific to the 
Atlantic. The story of Wayne King’s bravery in serial form became a moral 
builder that was always included with the in-depth information coming from 
the western front. No, he wasn’t portrayed as a fearless leader of battle- 
hardened soldiers but as an ordinary man. Medals had never adorned a rock 
solid body complemented with the intellect of a brilliant strategist. Wayne 
was just someone who’d been thrust into a leadership role not from some 
overarching desire to boss others but through circumstance. Wayne’s unique 
contribution to the struggle was his insightful understanding that the 
cumulative effect of seemingly meaningless individual acts of rebellion 
would over time sap the stamina of evil. In his mind no response to 
persecution at the hands of the all-powerful was too insignificant to be of 
any effect. 


ae 2 


With the shutdown of the entire economic system the shelves of groceries 
and mass retailers went bare within a few months. The number of mouths to 
feed diminished at a frightfully rapid pace with most being used as hosts. 
Those not captured collapsed from starvation & disease until only twenty- 
five percent of the original population remained. Scavenging for any edible 
food late at night when the Tuok gurgled peacefully in deep uninterrupted 
sleep became the necessity of a hungry population. First the stores close to 
where people were hiding had been stripped clean. Then stores just a little 
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further out were ransacked nightly until there supplies were gone from both 
shelves and warehouses. Food searches had reached such a critical stage that 
now citizens living in the hills, forests, or any other out of the way secluded 
place were farming small plots in hidden green houses. It was just enough of 
a harvest to keep the tenders of the vegetables half alive with glassy eyes 
and potbellies distended from malnutrition. 


Others faired far better than the former city dwellers forced to trade skills 
suited more for sedentary employment than living off of the land. These 
others had never fully bought into the societal guarantee that they’d be 
provided for without interruption. Guarantees never seemed to be upheld but 
for short flashes in human history when someone or something wasn’t trying 
to take much more than they needed; leaving those who remained with 
accumulating dust on empty shelves. 


Takers took many forms from a warring band of human being’s fighting for 
this or that hot dry piece of land, to a group of power brokers who pilfered 
the planet of most economic resources, to the act of nature tied to some deity 
that brought plagues, floods, forest fires, tornados, hurricanes, earthquakes, 
or alien invaders. All these harbingers of theft had a common thread that 
worked through them — evil. Those who backed up their pickup trucks to 
shotgun shattered storefront windows so that they may more easily carry 
box upon box of food from shelf to truck bed in the process leaving nothing 
behind for the families that they held at gunpoint were also equally the 
enemy. No distinction could be made between “Takers”; they took many 
forms: they all required stopping for they placed all the inhabitants in peril. 


The husks of the big cities had turned into dangerous jungles that even the 
Tuok shied away from penetrating only when their stock of human hosts 
became seriously low. Units of the Mountain Lions also found shelter within 
the larger cities hiding throughout this steel hardened concrete wasteland. 
Families had evacuated the concrete jungles early on after it became 
apparent that ignoring the reality-devouring neighbors was probably not the 
best course of action. Those that remained stayed because they’d always 
conducted their business in the bowels of capitalism. 


Word reached the east coast (in about six months) that the remnants of the 
federal government had been blasted to the western wind. A member of the 
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Night Messengers Corps finally connected with a unit of the Mountain 
Lions holed up in the crumbled remains of a subway station in New York 
City. John Lutz had been sent along with five hundred others of the Corps to 
different points across the eastern half of America. They carried in their 
backpacks meager supplies that they’d learned to supplement with free 
meals and scavenged rusty canned foods found in deserted small towns. 
Encrypted on this latest flash disk of news, orders, an installment of the 
Wayne King story, and miscellaneous events was the tragic demise of the 
United States of America. 


John gingerly handed his treasure trove of information to the unit leader 
Tony Asero a tough crime syndicate boss turned freedom fighter. Tony 
inquired, “How was your trip through hell. Did you happen to meet up with 
any yellow scum?” John coming from a more refined lifestyle centered upon 
what was now a suburb comprised of boulders, dirt, metal shards, and 
skeletons smiled amusedly before replying “Not many.” 


Tony’s swagger and self-confidence stemmed from an illustrious 
background in practicing various forms of the black arts, especially killing. 
Those under his command worshiped him for his straight talk. His tactical 
acumen was legendary along the eastern seaboard. Recruits of varying skill 
sets like former software engineers, lawyers, drug dealers, store clerks, 
mayors, farmers, and many other experts & non-experts forged together 
behind his brave leadership. What this showed was that when the struts 
elevating civil society above the muck of barbarism were torn clean from 
their foundation the well connected, rich, poor, criminal, and rule players 
were all forced to work together or become a postscript in the history of the 
oppressor. The majority of people cooperated not because they were altruists 
but because it was in their own best interest — no one wanted to have their 
brains turned into a creamy soup for some parasitic worm to slurp up at its 
leisure. 


Experts in any area were therefore never hard to find given that the Tuok 
randomly grabbed people to send to their horror sites. This played directly to 
the advantage of the Mountain Lions who used these skilled experts to find 
solutions to problems in this wide-ranging ever-turbulent conflict. Without 
these experts who could power PC’s with nothing more than a car battery 
hooked to assorted gizmos and an old exercise bike that for two hours a day 
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charged the contraption; all would have been lost. 


Tony and other experts in gun running, and other illicit activities allowed the 
Mountain Lions at the outset of the invasion to have the firepower of a small 
army. Using his existing organizational structure the Mountain Lions were 
able to build a network of freedom fighters stretching all the way from New 
York to Miami. Where in the past the incentive of the members was directed 
towards accumulating large sums of money, those who’d melded into the 
“family” were now motivated to keep from being transformed into a large 
puss covered yellow creature. 
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Chapter 11 


Desert in all directions pushed down by a bold blue sky that shoved the 
dense brown soil into a crushing flatness of gently dilating hills: this was the 
center of all power within the Milky Way galaxy. Not power dreamed of in 
times of dilution but power based upon an elegant intelligence that rested in 
quiet reflection; a power that if inflamed by injustice wouldn’t hesitate to rip 
entire atmospheres into space. It was a respected power because it was never 
used to advance its personal gain. Peace, tranquility, justice, equity, and 
serenity were the hallmarks of this civilization. No pain escaped the purview 
of these masters of a realm extending into billions of star systems. They 
were connected into any disturbance no matter where it originated by 
intelligence service agents that blended in with local populations throughout 
the galaxy. 


This nondescript desert planet was the seat of civilization, the core of every 
governmental concept, the dry crisp air breathed by those seeking justice 
from the unjust: the misfits, the tyrants, and the evil that soiled worlds from 
time to time. It was rumored that their resolve to meet injustice, acts of 
aggression on the defenseless, and bolts of energy erupting from those hell- 
bent on conquest stemmed from their spiritual requirement to care for others 
no matter their species, appearance, technological standing, or any other 
differentiating factor. 


Gently landing on a pad reaching to the capital city Beya on the military 
base of Qoun were reinforcements readying for war. The Qoun base had 
been laid out no more than a hundred years ago after an attack by a race of 
crescent eyed bugs that’d laid waste to seventy-five percent of the planet. 
After that sneak attack the democratically elected legislative body made 
funds available to build the Qoun base. Never again would the Zalon home 
world be forced to cower defenseless awaiting a fleet that was light years 
distant. 


The base was a magnificent achievement in scale, scope, beauty, elegance, 
and efficiency. Covering an area thousands of square miles it was flanked by 
pastel colored shiny buildings that provided the maintenance facilities, 
sleeping quarters, ready rooms, and any other services needed by a top flight 
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base. Qoun was the nerve center for all military operations conducted in the 
name of the Zalon Kingdom. 


King Valoron was the current royal figurehead of the kingdom that had 
existed for more than fifty thousand years. For ten thousand of those fifty 
thousand years the Zalon Kingdom had been a democracy. The legislative 
body (the Dia) along with King Valoron, and the top military brass were to 
meet in the War Room located in the center of the base. The War Room was 
reserved for military conflicts or wars that involved the commitment of the 
kingdom’s regular military. Wrapped in concentric circles that climbed 
upwards five miles into the dark blue sky the War Room was an imposing 
structure colored in blue, purple, and rust brown. What resembled windows 
but was actually the impervious metal Comolon made transparent by issuing 
a verbal command created a rainbow colored metal and window circular 
tower resolving to a point skyward. 


General Corzal gazed across the vast fleet of white war saucers that dotted 
the pad to where the white dots crept to the westerly blue expanse. He was 
in awe over this congregation of undisputed power resting upon the smooth 
white crystalline pad. These were Omega class saucers exquisite in their 
contoured detail and expertly crafted by a people that had a passion for 
creating works of art in every detail. If a Zalon were to build something it 
would be constructed with an eye towards quality and elegance backed up 
by a love of creation. Their products were renowned the Universe over as 
being of the highest quality, technological superiority and expert 
craftsmanship. Every product lovingly built by a Zalon commanded a high 
price because they’d never malfunction or fail even under the most arduous 
conditions. So you can imagine that when a Zalon built a saucer that was 
expected to defend a planetary system, enforce laws, and most importantly 
protect their soldiers from harm how unbelievably robust and deadly it 
would be against an enemy. Absolutely, no force dared (at least in the past 
hundred years) attack, or break a galactic law with impunity within the 
Zalon realm that reached to the farthest quadrants of the Milky Way galaxy. 


Prime Minister Pala joined General Corzal who was quietly engaged in 
reflection looking out the observation window. After a few minutes of 
saying nothing to each other, this was customary in Zalon culture so as not 
to disturb the thoughts of another at their most fruitful moments, Pala spoke 
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with conviction. “General Corzal you will be leading the largest and most 
advanced armada of war saucers our people have ever constructed against 
the Tuok who’ ve plagued our galaxy for to long. You and I both know that 
we’ ve been looking to be rid of these parasites for some time going back six 
hundred years when General Zalak offered them a synthetic alternative to 
their bio-forming of innocent primitive species. When they snubbed their 
yellow noses up at us in that meeting outside their home world in the 
Andromeda galaxy who’d have thought they’d dare cross into the kingdom 
but given their arrogance maybe we shouldn’t have been surprised. But 
thankfully were finally blessed with a legal excuse to kick them back to their 
stinking acid pits in Andromeda.” 


Corzal spoke with the strength of a leader who’d fought an unending string 
of wars against aggressors that always seemed to forget that this was a 
galaxy founded upon equity and justice. “Yes, Prime Minister we’ve been 
looking to rid ourselves of these Takers or Tuok as they call themselves 
since they moved into our galaxy more than twenty years ago. Finally, we 
have a justifiable reason in the form of a cardinal law that they broke per my 
intelligence sources out in this remote stretch of our galaxy. You could say 
I’m relieved that after over twenty years they’ve finally made a fatal mistake 
by not knowing or caring to follow the laws that govern our galaxy.” 


“Mr. Prime Minister, do you realize the power that our latest Omega class 
war saucer has compared to its now mild predecessor?” “No, General I must 
admit I don’t have the time to look closely at specifications.” “Well, Mr. 
Prime Minister if we use the universal standard of star energy equivalency 
the old Zilo class had a star power rating of thirty. That star power rating 
was a barrier that held couldn’t be surpassed in successive generations of 
Omega’s. All highly capable war saucers incorporating the latest 
technologies they were still limited by this seemingly insurmountable 
barrier. It was a barrier that all the races of the universe struggled to exceed. 
Generation V of the Omega class war saucer resting on this pad finally 
processes a Star rating that surpasses thirty; with a rating of one hundred 
we’ve achieved space superiority, but more importantly can be assured that 
we’ll have command of space in this or future conflicts for years to come.” 


“Yes, I’d say we’ll be rid of these parasites and give them such a yellow 
nose that they’ll stay on their side of the galactic fence indefinitely.” The 
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Prime Minister smiled at that remark and moved back towards the adjunct 
legislative chambers where the politicians were crafting their response to be 
issued after word was released that the Tuok had violated Section 1a of the 
Milky Way Galactic Law. Section 1a stated clearly that “Any advanced 
species that used a first class military weapon rated at .5 star power or more 
against a primitive defenseless civilian population was in violation of war 
crimes.” The punishment for this offense was very strict for it stated in clear 
unequivocal terms “...the violator or violators would face vaporization of 
their forces on the planet where the atrocities occurred. Additionally, the 
violator if from another galaxy was indefinitely forbidden to enter the Milky 
Way galaxy at any point in the future. If the violator disobeyed this law they 
would be committing an act of war against the inhabitants of the Milky Way 
galaxy and would be dealt with harshly.” 
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Chapter 12 


The land was a drab brown with rocks and boulders strewn about in certain 
places as if some intelligence wanted to break up the rolling hilled 
monotony. From a temperature standpoint this planet was either very hot or 
mildly cool. During the daytime the heat would accumulate in the dry air 
under a canopy of dark blue sky punctuated by two stars. One of those stars 
was an average yellow sun positioned a reasonable distance from the planet 
to provide heat but not blistering oppressive heat. The other star had long 
since before recorded history been a cold blue ball that hugged its yellow 
brother from sunrise to sunset. Aside from the color found in the blue sky, 
the brown almost sandy dirt of the soil, the darker blue of the cold star, and 
the yellow of their average star: the Zalon world was devoid of color. 


Divilon the Zalon home world was a quiet place with gentle winds, no 
severe climactic events, and no wild temperature swings, a perfect climate 
for a race of lizards. An established fact for eons, the Zalon species was said 
to have originated from a primitive lizard called the Cral that had crawled 
along in the dirt; on mostly rock, billions of years ago. According to the 
scientists who were still digging up Cral and their later descendants, the Cral 
were about four feet in length with a larger brain cavity than their primitive 
relatives. At some point (according to these Zalon scientists) the Cral’s brain 
gradually became more intellectually sophisticated and profoundly more 
curious than any other life crawling about at the time. Seeking to quench 
their curiosity the Cral evolved ever so slowing into a species branch called 
the Grog. Over many more billions of years the Grog gradually started 
standing upright so that they could more readily survey their surroundings. 
While bipedalism was being mastered nature adapted the Grog to their new 
condition by gradually giving them the ability to discern distances. 


All the characteristics necessary for the evolution of a highly intelligent 
species fell into place; the only ingredient remaining was a liberal sprinkling 
of time to give the brain the evolutionary space to expand its computational 
and creative abilities. After many more billions of years the Grog finally 
evolved into the Zalon species family. Given that non-dynamic planetary 
environments spread out evolutionary timelines because external stimuli are 
typically negligible, Zalon’s over billions of years of evolution had acquired 
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few of the characteristics of their lizard ancestors. 


Zalon’s had a slight ridge across the top of their heads right where the left 
and right hemispheres of their brain were separated. Externally they stood 
about seven to eight feet tall, had a layer of large light brown scales that 
covered their entire body, possessed average sized eyes of a brown tinge, no 
tail, a very slightly elongated head, a small nose, teeth also equipped with 
large incisors protruding from the upper and lower jaw, thin hands with five 
fingers on each hand, and feet without any toes. Their body frame being 
rather large supported an above average weight for a species of their size of 
around three hundred and fifty pounds. All in all they were a very imposing 
and often time’s scary sight for those not accustomed to their appearance. 


Being the product of billions not millions of years of evolution the Zalon 
body and mind were a highly refined, efficient, and elegant merge of natural 
perfection. From this amalgamation of conditions Zalon culture emerged 
from its primitive phase of strife and conflict typical of all intelligent 
creatures, to become the most advanced, peaceful, and reflective society 
within the universe. 


Early on the Zalon mind craved colors that they’d been exposed to through 
their studies in astronomy. A few million years ago constructing their first 
land based and over time space based telescopes they were dumbstruck to 
find that the outside universe wasn’t as drab a place as their home world. So 
from that point forward they resolved to imbue every material creation with 
color, initially just to liven up their mostly light brown surroundings. But 
over time they literally colored everything they made with colors from 
across spectrum. Their world was filled with various hues, tints, and 
brightness’s of color; it became an obsession with the Zalon race this 
constant search for new colors. When cities were finally built reaching miles 
into the sky the early travelers from other worlds who visited Zalon and saw 
their colorful elegant cities over time created a sensation. Word spread far 
and wide about a species of brown lizards located near the center of the 
Milky Way who took pride in creating beautiful works of art even in the 
most mundane objects. 


Because they were a very reflective and contemplative species in sync with 
their stable environment they naturally became unusually intolerant of 
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imperfection. They treated every endeavor with the utmost care, almost akin 
to artisans engaged in crafting masterpieces not so much for material gain 
but for the beauty they’d add to their less drab surroundings. It was amazing 
what a drab almost featureless world could do to the psyche of a highly 
intelligent species. They just couldn’t tolerate any product no matter how 
ordinary its use that didn’t add some element of beauty to a humdrum 
naturally boring planet. Not afforded any natural visual diversions from the 
familiar like other worlds. Essentially they couldn’t quench the thirst of a 
numb psyche by visiting exquisitely beautiful or shockingly spectacular 
natural wonders — they had none. So for over a million years they’d 
mastered the art of creating technologically superior masterpieces in 
architecture, military armaments, appliances, spacecraft, and a multitude of 
other products sold throughout the universe at a premium. 


With the wealth that started rolling in over ten million years ago from their 
first commercial contacts with other planetary systems they built the first 
white war saucers. These saucers were initially used to protect their cargo 
ships, home world, and friends from marauders intent upon conquest or 
pillage. Yes, white war saucers were built, not rainbow colored like the 
civilian spacecraft that they’d built for many centuries. 


Zalon’s felt that war and violence were colorless acts of survival because 
they should never be taken lightly, and never be engaged in for personal 
gain. Therefore in their eyes it was not a beautiful act or an act that should 
be given any shade of color either visually or figuratively. 


Built with the same high standards of craftsmanship, imbued with the same 
beautiful lines that seem pleasing to most species eyes, and incorporating the 
same expansive use of technology typical of all their products the white war 
saucer was just that white, absolutely no color could be found both from 
within and without. It was completely white outside with not one spec of 
color and on the inside it is completely white; even the flat control panels 
that were elevated and fused to where the Comolon metal windows wrapped 
around the entire circumference of the saucer were pure white. The floor 
inside the saucer was elevated so that an average seven to eight foot Zalon 
could easily bend down to hover a finger or hand over the control panel. An 
upper floor bisected another floor that gradually sloped down to the left and 
right to form the lower area of the saucer. In this center lower area was 
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housed the holographic systems viewers that displayed real-time information 
concerning the functioning of sub-systems, external environmental 
conditions, navigation telemetry, munitions metrics, and a host of other 
forms of information. These holographic interfaces into the Rolon (or 
advanced military synthetic organism) were more than just information 
portals they were reflections of how the Rolon ‘felt’ for a Zalon war saucer 
was not simply a piece of hardware but more like a synthetic being. A war 
saucer felt and proactively reacted to its environment both internally and 
externally to create a symbiosis with the natural world it was navigating all 
tied to the system oriented environ of its internal functionality. All a Zalon 
needed do was communicate with the Rolon typical to how communication 
would occur with a trusted non-synthetic organic species. 


Not investing much effort defining or creating an illusory world for the 
benefit of escapism the Zalon race built their military weapons to deliver 
absolute lethality. For a Zalon believed that war was the preeminent 
embodiment of reality with the potential to cause terrible pain, hardship, and 
agony for those not adequately equipped to eliminate an aggressor bent upon 
causing these undesirable states. With this in mind, the Zalon’s used their 
great wealth, technological prowess, and craftsmanship to the limit so that 
they may build the fiercest, most survivable, deadly, maneuverable, and 
intelligent spacecraft designed for war anywhere within the universe — the 
white war saucer. 


Zalon cities were a rainbow of colors some alternating in hue and intensity 
as the Comolon metal itself changed to display vibrant color patterns 
programmed into the metal per the tastes of the occupants of the structure. 
Like everything crafted by the Zalons their buildings embodied more than a 
utilitarian use for they were also creations, artwork to be enjoyed by all. 
When combined with the entire cityscape they created the view that in the 
opinion of a Zalon should be breathtaking and convey positive statements 
about Zalon culture. A Zalon truly believed that every task was important 
and every resulting service or product should convey firstly beauty but 
additionally other psychologically relevant messages that the creator desired 
to visually transmit. In the case of a city, the Zalon people created, designed, 
and architected it to convey not just beauty but elegance, power, creativity, 
and tranquility. Why was power found among all of those nobler attributes? 
The reason was simple, Zalon’s didn’t like to engage in wars or conflicts 
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unless absolutely necessary and therefore would much rather convey that 
they were invincible by expressing their technological superiority in non- 
violent ways like building oscillating color Comolon skyscrapers that reach 
sometimes upwards of seven miles. 


Using their military was considered an option but always the last option to 
be considered. Obviously, there were some species in the universe that 
didn’t respect the rights of other less advanced races like the Tuok. Having 
always existed off of other races the Zalon’s believe (based upon contact 
they’ve had with the Tuok) that this intelligent parasite didn’t comprehend 
the meaning of cooperation, or respect and was therefore extremely 
dangerous to the inhabitants of the Milky Way galaxy. They’d been 
destroying species for their own propagation for twenty years but given that 
they’d never violated any galactic laws the Tuok were able to walk the fine 
line of legality until now. The Zalon’s devised an artificial host about six 
hundred years ago that the Tuok could have used instead of kidnapped 
primitive species but considering themselves above all others they rejected 
this offer outright without discussion. Yes, the Tuok were extremely 
dangerous not from the standpoint that the Zalon military would find it 
difficult to wipe out their war triangles (quite the contrary) but mostly 
because they had a genetically hardwired sociopathic personality that made 
them incapable of fathoming the concept of equity, and cooperation. These 
reasons and many more were why the Zalon government was relieved that 
they’d finally found some law that would give the Zalon military free rein in 
evicting these dangerous parasites from the Milky Way. In a galaxy of laws, 
the powerful Zalon government must especially adhere to the laws that were 
enacted by their democratically elected parliament so that all the inhabitants 
of the galaxy continued to respect the rule of law. 
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Chapter 13 


One hundred years ago as a quiet night was passing through its typically 
uneventful hours the three moons Xio, Gioz, and Nilo were just beginning to 
recede behind the horizon when up from around them appeared the 
roughhewn triangles of “The Bugs”. They’d come from a planetary system 
on the fringes of the Milky Way out closest to the human planet Earth. 
Better known by its Ri Lnye location of Alqi — Slqi ACJ in a region of space 
famous for its lawlessness the planet of these gray crescent-eyed swarms 
was called Eriuy meaning swamp village in the Zalon tongue. Not much had 
been known about the Bugs prior to their unprovoked attack. Swarming out 
from there hiding place behind the Zalon moons they came in such numbers 
as to overwhelm the numerically inadequate Zalon defenders. 


Vaporization particles covered swath after swath of homes, businesses, 
community centers, military bases, and when it was all finished the only 
thing that remained were grieving survivors. These survivors were simply 
blessed or cursed depending upon their perspective. Blessed to breathe 
another breath, but cursed to inhale the caustic air filled with burned ash 
raining down from up high. It covered any exposed surface in the remnants 
of civilization, sprinkling the ash with the lighter dust of their loved ones — 
such was an unprepared society. Pain filled the eyes of those walking 
listlessly from here to there for weeks on end in shock. The pain threshold of 
Zalon society had been crossed; only ten percent of the population remained. 
Far too many people had become the victims of an aggression that new no 
limit. 


A few months after the destruction the undeniable logic of those who 
preached that Zalon society was finished spread like wildfire. At the time it 
was SO very easy to recognize the ordained path to oblivion walking towards 
it with head lowered in dejection. Never truly ascertaining why the “Bugs” 
came to destroy another sentient species other than they were suffering from 
some ancient need to swarm: the survivors were left to bury the dead in 
mass graves and wait. The nearest fleet of Zalon war saucers was clear on 
the other side of the galaxy and spread very thin in all sectors of their 
expansive kingdom. It took about two months for the Zalon fleet to reach 
Divilon and when they arrived they were shocked to find the surface of their 
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entire planet ripped and pounded into dust. The capital Beya lay with its 
back broken — a wasteland of blackened pieces littered over a hundred-mile 
expanse. Both the King and Prime Minister were dead. Tears filled every 
eye for all that was beautiful was gone the dull planet called out mockingly 
at those who thought they could create a pleasurable view in a cold universe. 


In the history of Zalon it was a horrible bruise that caused lasting damage in 
a way not easily visible on the surface. Once a happy people by nature, 
carefree even in their vast wealth and un-flaunted power: now the Zalon 
people fought their pleasant nature by raising their guard. Prince Valoron the 
commanding general of all Zalon military forces returned with the fleet from 
his diplomatic mission only to find that his wife, two children, his relatives, 
and all his friends outside military circles had been vaporized. Pain gripped 
his heart tearing it from his chest almost daily — he’d lost not only his planet 
but also those who’d made life worth living. 


Moving around with those on the surface for a week looking for something 
not quite knowing what it was he slept in the burned buildings that 
remained. He ate the food synthesized by the Viog machines that he’d 
initially ordered the military to move from storage on the planet Halon. No 
one recognized him out of uniform or didn’t care to acknowledge his 
presence in their own far too personal state of grieving. After about five 
days he sought out water (Zalon’s being lizards don’t often need water) 
finding it being dispensed by a very competent officer he drank a half-cup 
ending his sojourn then and there. Having time to adequately reflect and 
deal with his soul killing loss Prince Valoron was now ready to raise himself 
from his self-pity. 


Calling upon all the worlds that belonged to the kingdom to send equipment, 
supplies, and all that was required to rebuild a formally prosperous planet 
Prince Valoron would create the preeminent power in the universe. He 
resolved that never again would the Zalon Kingdom be caught in the 
crosswinds of destruction. If destruction were inevitable it would befall 
upon the aggressor. All the Zalon people across their vast kingdom 
cooperated in the building of an economy that would not just be good but 
would become the undisputed economic powerhouse of the cosmos. Feeling 
personally responsible for the destruction that was unleashed upon his home 
planet of Divilon Prince Valoron became a crusading figure for over sixty 
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years. He buried himself in the transforming of Divilon into not just that 
“dusty brown featureless planet” known throughout the Milky Way in the 
unremarkable but a remarkable color splashed paradise. His mission, his 
single purpose for existence rested with his people, rested with his planet, 
rested with his kingdom, rested nightly in his unrelenting pain of loss. How 
can you explain suffering of such magnitude to those who’ve never 
experienced it but to say that work, steady continuous work soothes the 
sorrow Of terrible loss? 


After just one year the Zalon military expanded two fold introducing the 
then state-of-the-art Zilo white war saucers crafted with exquisite quality 
and technical prowess only possible by a passionate species. Housing was 
constructed for all Zalon’s replacing the temporary energy structures that 
had blanketed the fields of destruction. A new mass transit system of pylon 
thermonuclear propulsion transported all Zalon’s free of charge to any 
location on the entire planet at speeds of up to five thousand miles per hour. 
Color was popping up here and there on the newly constructed Comolon 
buildings with their clean curving architectural lines. A new capital built on 
top of the ruins of the old rose to reach out miles into the dark blue sky. 


Happy faces were once again visible. But each and every Zalon now 
realized that they must never again lower their guard regardless of their 
genetic disposition to be happy. Prince Valoron along with all the Members 
of Parliament from across the kingdom reinforced the rule of law with the 
enactment of the Milky Way Galactic Law a comprehensive set of laws 
dealing with thousands of issues never before codified. 


Once the Zalon Kingdom was secure, economically sustainable, and guided 
by a more comprehensive set of laws that enshrined the rights, obligations, 
and dignity of all citizens: the Members of Parliament called an election for 
a new Prime Minister. When the new Prime Minister took his post Prince 
Valoron relinquished power to become the new figurehead king in the 
monarchy. All of this played out in typical Zalon fashion because central to 
Zalon history was the unswerving dedication of their leaders to the common 
good of the people — they were truly a community dedicated to each other. 
That was why what was termed “The Night of Hell” over a hundred years 
ago didn’t splatter the Zalon Kingdom against the windshield of a pitiless 
universe. The underlying reason they survived and went on to become the 
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most economically vibrant, successful, and powerful government especially 
in the Milky Way (later the only central government) but also throughout the 
universe was because they always strived to do the right thing and not 
consolidate personal power at the expense of the many. 
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Chapter 14 


Prince Valoron now King Valoron (a Zalons life expectancy is over five 
hundred years) remembered being very concerned twenty years ago after 
being told of the Tuok penetration of the Milky Way galaxy. Having heard 
firsthand the intelligence briefings from Zalon agents stationed in the 
Andromeda galaxy (home of the Tuok) his initial reaction was pity at a god 
who’d burden a creature with such a staggering load just to procreate. Not 
soon thereafter his pity was transformed into horror at the number of species 
that had ceased to exist at the hands of these Takers called Tuok. 


The late Prime Minister Reako never a deep thinker was quick to react to 
intelligence reports that indicated the supreme parasite had crossed into the 
peripheral space of the Zalon Kingdom. “Blast them back to the Andromeda 
galaxy — that should be our response!” was typical of the prickly out bursts 
forth coming from an agitated Prime Minister Reako. 


Grinning ever so imperceptibly King Valoron spoke in a patient soft voice 
“Mr. Prime Minister we definitely have the power to force our will upon any 
species in this entire universe but would that represent a just act simply 
because it is the most direct route?” 


“Your Highness I sincerely don’t suggest that we use our power 
indiscriminately but in this case these demons mean to destroy entire races — 
extinction would be the sword they’d carry.” 


“Mr. Prime Minister I’m in complete agreement with you concerning the 
need to stop this supreme parasite from infecting our pristine galaxy but 
resorting to actions outside the rule of law would carry a heavy price. If 
carried out, a preemptive strike against these creatures would tarnish our 
untarnished image throughout the cosmos of being a reflective, intelligent, 
decent, and law abiding civilization where the rule of passion is disallowed. 
It is my opinion that any action taken against these parasitic marauders must 
be firmly rooted in our laws otherwise we’ll have chosen the path of societal 
degeneration.” 


All the MP’s, generals, intelligence operatives, and this included the Prime 
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Minister sat very still absorbed in thought with eyes affixed unblinking, 
staring straight ahead for what seemed like eternity before General Corzal 
spoke with conviction. “You’re Highness, being a soldier I’m typically 
guided by the need to take straight line action but fully comprehending 
better than most in this room except yourself the terrible power available to 
us. I’m also acutely aware of the staggering responsibility that accompanies 
keeping this machine of ultimate death securely chained to the laws that 
govern this kingdom, and universe. Once we move from this sure plane of 
democratic government into an anarchy of actions based only on 
presumption and searing hatred, or fear, we’ve unleashed this terrible power 
unconstrained on the weak — this is a recipe for our eventual collapse.” 


Prime Minister Reako sternly interjected, “How do we dispose of this 
menace if we don’t act forcefully.” 


King Valoron carefully chose his words, “Mr. Prime Minister my role in 
these discussions is simply consultative but please consider all the 
ramifications of an itching urgency to act now. I’m simply saying that we 
should concentrate our efforts by more intensely monitoring the Tuok in our 
galaxy; waiting for an inevitable mistake in their judgment. We need 
ironclad justification before we wipe out their entire military. For they will 
commit their entire military in a fight they’ll view as a smear on their honor. 
Do you remember our history some six hundred years ago when we met 
with them outside their home world? What was their reaction to our offer of 
providing artificial surrogate hosts so that they could refrain from killing 
primitive species in their procreation process? I’ve read that history over and 
over again to try to glean some underlying character traits from their actions. 
My conclusions from this research lead me to believe that they are a very 
vain race, egotistical beyond belief, self-centered, and amoral. In my 
estimation they will either commit every war triangle or a substantial 
number of their most advanced war triangles to a fight that they’ll presume 
to be a blemish on their honor if they lose. So we must stay within the 
boundaries of our laws to come out the other side unscathed. For if we 
destroy this species ability to procreate no matter how despicable to our 
moral breeder species orientation: we’|l in the process pull the supports from 
under our own societal foundation. I assure you they will break a law in 
their rash haste that will require them to be banished from our kingdom 
indefinitely all we need to do now is to wait for that moment to forcefully 
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evict these amoral trespassers.” 


Convinced Prime Minister Reako spoke for all those who acknowledged the 
King’s logic, “Your Highness once again your impeccable reason has been a 
beacon in the darkness. It is therefore my determination that we should send 
all available intelligence service agents to this quadrant of our kingdom to 
monitor the every move of the Tuok. They won’t be given the opportunity to 
break any of our laws without us being promptly notified. Obviously, it will 
have to be a law that allows us to evict them forever from our kingdom and 
if this broken law also gives our military the right to use force in payment 
for the annihilation of so many species — so much the better.” 


Twenty years pass very slowly when you’re aware of all the lives that have 
been extinguished by an efficient Taker parasite. The Tuok had absorbed 
five entire primitive cultures and their species. A total of sixty billion 
individuals of these five races were snuffed out. It was a terrible cost in lives 
but considerably less than would have been extinguished if the kingdom had 
become a lawless hub of anarchy in a generally weaker universe. King 
Valoron could hear the screams of those dying a horrible slow agonizing 
death at the hands of these efficient parasites. He slept little since that 
decision some twenty years ago where he was instrumental in swaying the 
council of war to wait. Pain was his constant companion. It was a pain 
brought on by vivid memories of those he’d lost some hundred years ago 
coupled with this new throbbing pain originating from those sacrificed to the 
greater good. It had to be done, but that didn’t make it any easier to face 
each day when he wearily opened his eyes. 


Finally, after twenty years those damn Tuok broke not just any run of the 
mill law but a cardinal law written in The Milky Way Galactic Law. The 
law that these evil progenitors of destruction broke was fitting for the crimes 
they’d committed against primitives who were washed from consciousness 
to oblivion on cold tables. By breaking with impunity Section 1a of The 
Milky Way Galactic Law the Tuok would now face the full fiery of the 
Zalon military. All those who King Valoron heard crying for help in his 
nightmares would now be answered by the invincible might of thousands of 
Omega class white war saucers that were now headed towards this blue 
world called Earth on a mission to wipe out this evil. 
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Chapter 15 


General Corzal selected a Lieutenant General with an extensive background 
in dealing with the peripheral worlds out beyond the central core of the 
kingdom. After reviewing several candidates for this very important mission 
General Corzal was most impressed with General Xion’s comprehensive 
experience under various difficult situations both militarily and 
diplomatically. He was not a shining star in the Zalon military but someone 
who’d been overlooked on numerous occasions simply because he’d 
engaged in heated debates with his superiors. Not refraining from 
expressively voicing his opinion General Corzal believed this trait was the 
prerequisite of any leader; the ability to stand up in the face of unanimous 
opinion. General Corzal also felt General Xion possessed the mark of 
character, unblemished by the softness of taking the easy road in the 
achievement of one’s objectives. For this mission what was needed was not 
a straight-line thinker but a leader who could think around the corners. He 
needed a leader that didn’t just chose a stratagem based upon how easy it 
was to implement and achieve but ultimately how effective it was at 
transitioning to the end game desired state of affairs. Never selecting his 
soldiers based simply upon popularity General Corzal was that rare leader 
who could see through the flash of position hunters by reaching deep down 
into their soul. His interview process was said to be a grueling intellectual 
duel that he’d never lost. Those who’d been interviewed for important 
missions or position advancement were said to be so exhausted at the end of 
the process that most just collapsed. The Zalon people firmly believed that 
competence in any occupation was the preeminent criteria for advancement; 
all else was fluff. 


Prime Minister Pala impressed upon General Corzal the delicate political 
nature of engaging the Tuok without firing the first shot. In fact, even 
though Section 1a of The Milky Way Galactic Law did give the Zalon 
military the right to vaporize the “... [Perpetrators] forces on the planet 
where the atrocities occurred” Prime Minister Pala felt that the case for 
using deadly force against the Tuok would be strengthened if the Zalon 
strike force first gave the Tuok an ultimatum; a clear unequivocal ultimatum 
that would allow the Tuok no wiggle room — “This is General [...] of the 
Zalon Kingdom you are in violation of Section 1a of The Milky Way 
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Galactic Law. You have forty-eight hours to vacate this planet after which 
any Tuok forces, representatives, and associates will be vaporized.” The 
Zalon strike force commander was to give the Tuok forces an additional ten 
minutes to vacate Earth space after the expiration of the forty-eight hour 
deadline and then fire their Uio rays across the bows of the Tuok war 
triangles if they failed to leave. If the Tuok forces continued to disobey the 
directive to vacate Earth space the Zalon strike force commander was to 
issue an ultimatum that the Tuok must leave the Milky Way galaxy and the 
Zalon Kingdom immediately and must never return. If after patiently 
waiting an additional ten minutes the Tuok still held their positions the 
commander of the Zalon military force was instructed to blast these damn 
parasites clear across the universe. Prime Minister Pala wanted every trace 
of the Tuok invasion force wiped clean from the area in order to send a clear 
message that the Zalon Kingdom would forcefully defend the rights of its 
citizens even the “primitives” to live lives free from oppression. 


Lieutenant General Xion was located out in quadrant Alqi — Slqi QQC on 
the very edge of the Milky Way where the obscure generals were found 
securing a little bit of nothing. In such a vast expanse as the Zalon Kingdom 
with millions of sectors and a military composed of billions of soldiers from 
innumerable races it wasn’t hard even for a general to get lost in this 
gigantic military machine. Coming from a planet clear on the other side of 
the Milky Way General Xion who’d spent his entire life, and career in the 
unpopulated sectors never expected to see a Priority AAA communication 
coming through on his EOON holographic communicator. 


“General Xion this is General Corzal hope I’m not catching you at a bad 
time?” Shocked into a state similar to that of being stung by an Iokp bug 
back on his home world which caused temporary paralysis General Xion 
automatically snapped to even though his body was still in mouth opened 
surprise, “No sir, I was just reviewing my sector’s reports.” “Very good, I'll 
get right to the point General. You’ve been selected by me to lead a very 
delicate mission of extreme importance to the Zalon Kingdom. This mission 
is not your standard patrol, enforcement, or for that matter minor skirmish. 
General Xion you must be aware that the Tuok have been in your sector and 
others for about twenty years?” That’s odd thought General Xion of course 
he was aware of and had been monitoring the Tuok — a most unpleasant task 
compiling statistics on billions of “primitives” who’d faced extermination at 
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the hands of this yellow scum. 


“Yes sir, per military Directive 22 we’ve been actively coordinating the 
information gathering between our intelligence agents and operatives for a 
tad over twenty years.” General Corzal drew in his breath before he began 
speaking again, “General Xion the specifics of our conversation must not 
leave this room. Do you understand?” What does all this mean? General 
Xion could hardly comprehend how any important issue could be linked to 
the Tuok who’d been left pretty much to decimate the primitive worlds for 
years. “Yes sir, I completely understand the need for secrecy.” 


“Very well, General Corzal let’s get down in the gutter of politics and climb 
to the rarified heights of the rule of law. You’re probably wondering why 
the Zalon Kingdom hasn’t allowed you to confront these damn parasites. It’s 
simple or complicated if you inject the political element into the equation 
but it all centers upon the reality that the Zalon Kingdom is a democratically 
rooted kingdom that follows to the letter, the rule of law. Simply because we 
possess the might doesn’t mean we don’t have to justify its use every time 
we choose to exercise its destructive power. General Xion, don’t for a 
second think that those in the highest echelon of the Zalon Kingdom haven’t 
been troubled by the audacity shown by the Tuok in their raids on our 
worlds. But there is found the prickly issue they’ve been raiding these 
worlds not for profit, pillage, or conquest but only to fulfill a biological need 
to continue their species. So, even though the number of parasites that live 
off of other creatures in the universe is small they still comprise a vocal lot. 
Couple this with the fact that we are the preeminent government with the 
preeminent military in a universe that compared to our technology is still 
tied to advances we’ve made a hundred or more years ago and you’ ll 
appreciate our delicate situation. Public opinion, but more importantly the 
respect and esteem that the Zalon Kingdom has earned across the cosmos 
might be jettisoned if we took matters into our own hands especially outside 
the boundaries defined by The Milky Way Galactic Law. So what we have 
is a conjunction of both political and legal issues that have complicated this 
entire Tuok mess for far too long. 


General Xion I commend you and your expert staff and this includes all the 
dedicated intelligence agents who’ve worked tirelessly to gather every little 
morsel of information on these invaders. For you must be aware that when 
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the Tuok violated Section 1a of The Milky Way Galactic Law that our 
government’s response would be forthcoming: General Xion let me assure 
you it has arrived like a gale force wind ready to tear these demons to 
shreds. Your orders, the minute specific details of which will be conveyed 
via your Calonic receiver are to vaporize this vermin from our galaxy if they 
fail to leave voluntarily. I need not stress the importance of this mission 
which will first rid us of this supreme parasite and secondly send a strong 
message to all other species that would dare to cross into our galactic space 
to bully, torture, kill, raid, invade, or harm any of our citizens regardless of 
their intellectual or technological status.” The holographic image of General 
Corzal vanished quickly leaving a stunned General Xion to just sit in utter 
astonishment at the strange twist of events that had now catapulted him 
headfirst into a real command, a real mission. Finally, he was now 
empowered to address the injustice of this unconstrained torching of 
civilians in his sector by these users of others. 


Calling up the Calonic receiver General Xion was enveloped in a rose 
colored glow that allowed him to interact with the images of orders 
presented in various screens hanging effortlessly in front of him. With the 
Calonic receiver he contacted his subordinates arranged and coordinated his 
mission by moving these images as if they were real animate objects into the 
hands of those he was interacting with over the beam. In the specifics that 
General Corzal alluded to he’d found a directive signed by Corzal ordering 
approximately three thousand of the latest Omega class white war saucers 
transferred to General Xion’s command effective immediately. In fact, this 
fleet of the finest war saucer’s the Zalon Kingdom could field was on route 
to Magdila at this moment. Getting Colonel Iolio on the beam General Xion 
instructed him to ready Port 500 for the arrival of this prestigious fleet. After 
further consulting the battle assignment General Xion completely 
understood why the kingdom was committing their finest white war saucers 
into battle against this parasite — because it would be no battle but a full- 
fledged war in the opinion of the military planners back at headquarters. 
They felt that under no circumstance would the Tuok given their past history 
relinquish a planet that they’d been harvesting for their poddlings. So be it, 
he’d be overly pleased to wipe these takers of lives clean out of the galaxy. 
Calling off all leave of essential personnel General Xion convened a 
meeting of his executive staff for later that day and resolved to get some 
sleep for a few precious hours. 
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Planet Magdila was a pleasant enough station for any member of the Zalon 
military. Being an average planet, in an overly average star system Magdila 
did possess riveting mountains with snowcapped peaks, lakes of the most 
blue-green hue, canyons falling off thousands of feet into red, yellow, and 
many other indistinguishable shades of colored rock. The atmosphere was 
an oxygen nitrogen combination that oxygen breathers found pure, crisp, 
and cool during the single unending season the natives called Hooio. There 
was an abundance of plant life that clung to the ground, hung from the lower 
cliffs of the mountains, and grew straight out of the surface several feet into 
the air. Most of it was of a moss type composition that any scientist would 
probably be enthralled with cataloging. But there weren’t any scientists 
who’d travel to this end of nowhere to study non-sentient organisms that 
they could easily find similar reproductions in other more advanced and 
populated sectors. 


In a desert that stretched for mile upon unending mile was firmly planted the 
Zalon base Oberon. As with anything constructed by the Zalon’s the base 
was a first class facility (except for the old military equipment) complete 
with all the amenities that any Milky Way registered species would find 
enjoyable on their off duty hours. Sector bases (found on thousands of 
planets) comprised a vast network of security in the kingdom. The Magdila 
base was so far outside of those planets considered advanced that it was 
deemed fairly insignificant until the Tuok decided to enter this sector of the 
galaxy in their relentless search for host victims. On the standard white 
crystalline pad that all bases had was found a complement of below standard 
leftovers - old Zilo class white war saucers that until now had been more 
than adequate at defending a section of space that no one seemed interested 
in except the Tuok. These old relics were finally being mothballed. The pad 
that these saucers were resting upon started to glow iridescently; the entire 
surface was radiating light against the now black night. 


After a few minutes the rainbow light began crawling carefully up the sides 
of the saucers that were within sight of General Xion. Once they were 
covered in this eruption of color they vanished. He understood the 
significance of what he had just witnessed; the transitioning of an outpost 
military station never intended to engage a determined enemy into a state- 
of-the-art first-string military base. In just the past few hours a stream of 
ships of all configurations was taxing his sleepy pilot system last configured 
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about fifty years before the introduction of the EED pilot/navigation base 
synthetic multiple intelligence guide line system. There were civilian cargo 
ships bringing supplies from all corners of the galaxy to feed and provide for 
the needs of a larger multi-species military. Military and non-military 
technicians and engineers were converging upon the base in an endless flow 
in a beehive attempt to get all the antiqued systems, and hardware replaced 
quickly. 


“This is Colonel Yanvo requesting permission to land Fleet Omega TI-001.” 
General Xion was now very excited for he’d finally get his first look at what 
was billed as the ultimate weapon. “Colonel this is General Xion sector 
commander you have permission to land the Fleet per the instructions of our 
pilot system.” “Thank you, sir. We will link to your pilot system via our 
DERO state sequencing nav-intellect.” My god, these beauties even have 
DERO nav-intellects thought General Xion. “Sorry, Colonel you’ll need to 
link using a DERO AI nav-system our EED pilot/navigation base intellect 
has not yet been installed.” “Sir, we will commence our multiple links. 
Sorry, sir but our lead synthetic saucer is unfamiliar with the communication 
protocols used by this system could you please send the protocols via 
SSIO.” “No need to be sorry Colonel Yanvo, we’ve been working with 
stone tools out here for so long it’s refreshing that we’re finally moving out 
of our caves.” A slight smile could be seen on General Xion’s face. 


Directly overhead appeared a most impressive fleet of glimmering white 
Omega war saucers that were twice the size of his Zilo class saucers with the 
most beautiful lines General Xion had ever seen gracing any spacecraft. 
These new fighting machines were truly exquisite in their flawless 
movements and instantaneous landing. With the Port five hundred pad now 
free of the Zilo class relics stowed on various levels hundreds of feet below 
the surface these magnificent works of art were now taking their rightful 
place among all the other first rate equipment of the rapidly modernizing 
Magdila base. 


What a long arduous road it had been for General Xion. Devising military 
plans that had never bore his name used by superiors to win wars, battles, 
and skirmishes. The same superiors who would be promptly promoted to 
lush, verdant, thriving sectors for their brilliant intellectual prowess only to 
leave an unknown major to toil for another better known superior. Politically 
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adept would not be a description that General Xion would ascribe to 
himself. Creative thinker, natural leader, and wiggler through small cracks 
of opportunity would be a better summing up of his personality. For General 
Xion realized that the larger cracks of opportunity never materialized 
because they’d always been forced open wide by those who’d used others 
like himself so that they could slide through unobstructed. It was odd, but 
even in a near perfect highly moral society such as found within the Zalon 
Kingdom there were still opportunists that took advantage of others to reach 
their objectives. 


The universe would never be perfect given the continual colliding of this or 
that star or planet or for that matter this or that personality with this or that 
anti-personality. Differences were rife with conflict, and uncertainty — 
change was the rule. General Xion truly believed he was a better general for 
not having taken any short cuts even to get his less than perfect posting in 
this obscure sector of the galaxy. He’d fought battles that he’d won not 
because he possessed the most awesome weaponry but because he’d had the 
ingrained experience of devising his own strategies and having to do all the 
tasks assigned to lesser-ranked staff for far too many years. Any other 
general would never have been able to move up the ranks or achieve the 
successful outcomes like General Xion if also given the worst assignments, 
with the most antiquated equipment, and the least motivated soldiers. In fact, 
General Xion was quite certain that if this Tuok problem hadn’t surfaced in 
his sector he’d still be trudging along in obscurity while others continued to 
receive metals and praise off of his strategies. 


But that was the unswerving character of General Xion: he’d just do his job 
to the best of his ability and work with what was provided. After receiving 
this command some twenty-five years ago in what was probably the worst 
sector, on the worst base in the entire Zalon Kingdom he immediately 
applied his vast reservoir of experience into transforming this backyard hole 
into a crack military operation with the most highly trained soldiers the 
kingdom had ever fielded. Granted the second rate barely credible military 
equipment on the base was not junk given that anything crafted by the Zalon 
Kingdom was imbued with beauty and quality; the problem was why in the 
hell (General Xion had thought about this many times) was he still forced to 
use one hundred year old Zilo class war saucers. He realized that even a 
kingdom with vast riches and a vibrant economy that stretched across the 
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farthest reaches of the Milky Way galaxy could never provide first rate 
equipment to all the thousands of sectors that the military was obligated to 
protect, but it was a travesty to be stuck with relics that didn’t even have 
fully integrated simulated intelligent systems. This meant they still had to 
press buttons or move their hands over control panels that were situated 
along the viewing area of the inner rim of the saucer. In any event, given 
what he’d accomplished with so little to work with General Xion felt 
assured that his soldiers not accustomed to the luxuries of state-of-the-art 
munitions and equipment would now not only excel but exceed even the 
wildest dilutions of the brass back on Divilon. 


A crystal clear holographic image of Colonel Yanvo instantly materialized. 
The new Elon emitters just installed in the base command center produced a 
3-D image of Colonel Yanvo that to General Xion was indistinguishable 
from him standing in the flesh right in front of him. “Sir would you and your 
soldiers like to become acquainted with the latest Omega class saucers?” 
Replying in a firm tone General Xion said, “Yes, I’ll instruct Colonel Iolio 
to have all our soldiers converge on the pad for orientation three hours from 
now.” 


dk 6 


General Xion in the lead war saucer issued the command, "Prepare for 
combat.” Hovering above the base pad the odd three thousand or so Omega 
class white war saucers emitted a barely visible purple colored mist. General 
Xion stood with his executive staff looking out at this impressive array of 
the best that the Zalon Kingdom could force down the throats of an enemy. 


“Engage” Instantaneously the entire fleet was speeding towards its objective 
a blue planet out even deeper into dark space than General Xion had even 
traveled. He was awe struck by the synthetic organism which was 
conversing with him and his staff about the tactical simulations they’d 
requested be run prior to engaging the enemy. Displayed in both holographic 
projection booths on either side of the lower level of the saucer were 
detailed gyrating maps of positional representations of enemy locations in 
relation to Zalon locations with an analysis of projected battle results. At the 
very instant this was being displayed the synthetic organism in another 
section of the holographic images showed the real-time position of the 
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saucer, the entire fleet, and each system or unit with its operational stats 
scrolling down the left of 3-D images that represented the sub-systems & 
other hardware. Most impressive was the star power of this magnificent 
creation. Glowing between the holographic booths was a ball of pure white 
energy spinning at various speeds with bolts of lightning snaking down four 
shafts. At present according to the star power indicator in the lower visual 
area of the holographic booths General Xion’s saucer was generating an 
unbelievable ninety star power rating. This was simply stunning for his Zilo 
class saucers at full power in battle could at most reach a thirty star power 
rating. 


Gobon Silop the Zalon scientist some five thousand years ago conceived of 
a stellar propulsion system that generated what he termed star power 
because the energy emitted by his first generation stellar system in fact 
equaled 1/100 the power of a Class M star. Shut out here in the depths of the 
great beyond General Xion hadn’t even heard the rumors that had been 
circulating throughout the universe that the Zalon Kingdom had surpassed 
the thirty star power rating that for one hundred years had been the 
unbreakable barrier that species across the cosmos had attempted but failed 
to break. This was quite a feat of engineering prowess to not just break this 
barrier but by over three hundred percent and now he was privileged to 
command these invincible ‘stallions’ against a supreme evil; it was an 
exhilarating feeling beyond comprehension. There wasn’t a force within the 
universe that could withstand the power of one hundred stars coming from 
an Omega white war saucer. The math alone yielded a startling figure that 
defied imagination; the energy of three hundred thousand stars would be 
concentrated against the Tuok forces. 


In approximately ten minutes they’d reach Earth to exact a heavy price on 
these parasites if they decided to fight instead of heading back to their home 
in the Andromeda galaxy. General Xion was determined to use his over 
thirty-two years of command experience to free the humans of Earth and rid 
the galaxy and the Zalon Kingdom of this pestilence that had brought death 
and destruction to his sector of the kingdom. Let the battle begin if it may, 
for General Xion and his forces were like the sharp edge of a sword ready to 
kill the enemy with a swift powerful lunge at the heart. How dare the Tuok 
enter Zalon space believing they’d have free rein to imprison, torture, kill, 
and destroy the citizens of the Zalon Kingdom without there being direr 
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consequences for their actions — they’d either leave or die? 
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Chapter 16 


The Mountain Lion’s entered their camp after an arduous trek under the cliff 
that encircled the valley below. Sue, along with her party of freedom 
fighters fresh off their trek to Colorado Springs where they’d found Justin 
(former President of the now defeated United States) laying head first in the 
rubble were eagerly returning to their wooded sanctuary. 


Two of the Mountain Lions had been seriously wounded in the skirmish 
with the Tuok patrol party encountered on the trail heading back to camp. 
Liz Franklin and John Daily were dedicated fighters that prior to the Tuok 
invasion had been sedentary, happy, and complacent computer programmers 
for a large telecommunications firm in Colorado Springs. Both had fought 
fiercely with a hatred that had evaporated the fear they’d felt during this 
their first battle. Sue walked over to the medical tent where Dr. Hughes and 
his staff were working feverishly to save these two brave comrades. Lying 
prostrate and unconscious on medical tables next to each other the doctor 
was trying to staunch the blood squirting from John’s severed arm. It looked 
to Sue like Liz had already been stabilized but given that she’d suffered a 
Borer Hole through her back her chances of survival were very bleak. 


Just one of a potpourri of deadly, painful, and deforming nasty’s fired from 
Tuok weapons the Borer Hole was probably the worst, given that once it 
entered the body it would tear through bone, muscle, and organs to reach the 
brain of the dying. It was a painful eye popping death because Dr. Hughes 
was unable to remove these flesh rippers from those who alternated between 
screams and unconsciousness. For the Borer Hole was yet another Tuok 
“torture crawler” whose purpose was not only to kill the enemy but 
demoralize and scare the hell out of them. All these crawlers came from 
what the Mountain Lion’s termed “torture weapons” because if they didn’t 
kill you outright your last days on Earth would be filled with unbearable 
pain that couldn’t be numbed with any known narcotics. Dr. Hughes always 
attempted to locate these torture crawlers in the victims but had never been 
able to successfully breech the force fields they enveloped themselves with 
to keep prying hands from stopping their trek to the brain. 


This time Dr. Hughes wasn’t as accomplished in resurrecting the dying. 
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John passed not from loss of blood but from an enzyme that was delivered 
by another Tuok favorite that pierced the skin ever so slightly leaving 
behind a microscopic Mutator that broke down all the cells in the body. 
Neither death, Johns gradual withering away and Liz’s terrifying cries for 
help while the Borer dug its way to her brain boded well for an already 
traumatized army. 


The shock of seeing Colorado Springs converted into a bolder pit was just 
more than some could handle. With many of Sue’s best fighters having had 
family and homes in the area the loss of a familiar setting even though the 
city had been mostly deserted was to traumatic an event to handle. That 
night when the sex and booze usually good antidotes for those who might 
die at any moment failed to get their minds off of the terrible sights they’d 
seen, some resorted to just cashing in — three shots were heard. 


In the morning Sue was informed that Frank, James, and Robin had 
committed suicide. She resolved to remedy this spirit sucking pestilence that 
had been released into this army. If left to fester it would rot away at the 
heart, the determination, and confidence of these hardened fighters. 
Mechanically she started walking towards Justin’s campsite. 


Justin had been given a tent, sleeping bag, backpack, assault rifle, and other 
assorted pieces of equipment that constituted the standard complement of 
gear for any new freedom fighter. He was busy at work arranging his little 
camp near the center of the guerrilla base. Sue felt Justin deserved respect 
for being the last President of the United States but mostly for holding off 
the enemy for nine long years giving her forces time to mature. She was 
acutely aware that in a conflict with a more powerful adversary additional 
time was always the most precious commodity usually acquired at great 
cost. 


To her Justin was the hero not her rag tag group of rebels hitting Tuok 
depots, Extermination Centers, and the odd undefined target. Granted the 
Mountain Lions had saved countless lives from the humiliating death of 
lying naked on a cold black table while this thing slithered into your ear 
canal and turned your brain to mush and you in the process into a yellow 
beast. At least those who’d already been transformed were dead by the time 
they reached this disgusting stage. 
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Sue thought here was a real man organizing his meager collection of 
survival paraphernalia. She caught Justin’s glance. For a split second she’d 
seen into the soul of aman who’d held many secret places of pain. He 
hadn’t lost is powerful aura of strength and determination but somehow 
there were these dark corners lurking in his soul that had never seen the light 
of day. Here was a man, a leader of leaders she couldn’t pin down, 
understand, or better yet comprehend — an enigma. 


Enigma or not, she must ignore her deep uneasiness at this very instant. 
More important tangible, concrete, reality based crisis’s were engulfing this 
core unit of the Mountain Lion’s. Without her unit functioning at its peak 
the entire organization would be exposed to dissolution. She must inject 
hope back into a seemingly hopeless situation. They must hang on for she 
intuitively felt that if they could continue to badger this terrible enemy just a 
bit longer they would break through to freedom. It was all so illogical to Sue 
who always rested squarely within the realm of reality but if it wasn’t 
intuition than she wasn’t above believing that what drove her on in this 
clearly one-sided fight was nothing short of divinely derived. 


“Mr. Preside... Sorry, forgot that you prefer Justin.” Sue still had trouble 
addressing this leader of what had been the preeminent superpower on a first 
name basis. Justin smiled a broad smile when he saw her. “Hi Sue, it’s a 
beautiful day today.” Caught a bit off guard by this simple pleasant response 
she looked at him quizzically. “Yes, it is a beautiful day even on a planet 
that is being overrun by parasites.” Justin replied with his characteristic 
optimism that Sue would learn to feed off of during the next few months. 
“Sue, even with yellow parasites kicking our ass clear into this forest it has 
always been my belief that anytime you have a chance to achieve your 
objectives no matter how remote that chance, it is clearly a beautiful day to 
be cherished.” She’d once possessed that same indomitable optimism but 
over the past few months with the failures outstripping the successes by a 
wide margin she had switched to what she termed personality auto drive. 
Putting on her stern facade: painted with a sprinkling of absolute stoicism 
Sue faced her days with less and less hope. It was the skill at keeping that 
facade erected that separated Sue from the novice. 


Her concern for the morale of her troops was justified but wasn’t her own 
morale corroded also or was she just overreacting to the gruesome deaths of 
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Liz and John? But these weren’t her first encounters with the dying and 
those pushed beyond the limits of pain; for she’d seen, heard, and felt pain 
in all its unpleasant forms for far to long. Maybe it was just the 
accumulation of all this pain and suffering that had exceeded her ability to 
cope with it. That was it, an accumulation that had overflowed. They’d 
never had the equivalent of a “shore leave” or time away from the constant 
grind of fighting, killing, and surviving. A much needed purge refreshing 
their cooping reservoirs. This just wasn’t feasible when the enemy was 
literally sitting at your doorstep ready to crush your skull if you put your 
guard down for anything other than an eye blink of pleasure. So what made 
hard steel fighters from people who were more comfortable with tranquility? 
In Sue’s mind it was the unrelenting struggle, the quick sexual release 
without the slightest attachment, and the booze guzzled to dull the pain, all 
outcomes of fighting on the losing side. 


“Justin my fighters have been worn to the bone. We’ve been pushing hard 
against these monsters for so long it’s now a blur that runs together, the 
fighting, killing, pain, and steady grieving. Just last night three of my 
bravest soldiers used their handguns to blow their heads wide open. The 
U.S. Marines molded me into a fighting machine but even my resolve has 
been tried in this relentless day in day out fight. Granted, my grit, 
determination, and inner fire hell-bent on killing this enemy who’d turned 
our citizens into livestock for culling by their young will never smolder. But 
we are human beings that require at least a couple of days of relaxation.” 


“T’m not even sure that relaxation or an extended release from this hell’s 
furnace is all that my soldiers require. It could be that their searching after 
nine years of striking an enemy that swats us away like gnats for some sign 
that we’re making dents in their armor; that after hitting it enough we’ ll 
make it brittle so that we may pierce it. I need some tangible bit of evidence 
that we’re not just needlessly wasting our time — sorry, bad choice of words. 
Justin, I’ve kept all my worst fears buried; not fear of the enemy but 
uncertainty that plagues a military that doesn’t receive adequate 
intelligence.” 


Uncertainty was the enemy or maybe this wasn’t an accurate description of a 
condition of being left to work in the pitch black without even the barest of 
actionable intelligence. Justin knew very well what Sue was referring to for 
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he’d had it explained to him not by a General or Admiral but a rank and file 
Sergeant. “Sue, picture yourself in a lightless cave with an enemy bent upon 
killing you. I once had a Sergeant Maloney point out the dilemma of 
inadequate intelligence. Excuse me because I have no intention of 
demeaning your experience and training in the Marines but feel his analogy 
is worth its weight in gold. Because like you he was a U.S. Marine and 
possessed wisdom derived from being taught to reason creatively. He 
understood that his battlefield was an imperfect field strewn with far too 
many traps never anticipated. His central premise was given this warped 
distorted environment to survive within all clean, clear, precise plans and 
actions were worthless. He’d have to rely more on intuition, skill, cunning, 
and above all imperfect defensive and offensive actions. Given that you 
don’t know where, when, or how your enemy will attack, you need to keep 
moving with knife held hand thrusting and swirling. Obviously, the 
Sergeant’s cave was also devoid of sound. So the necessity prevailed: either 
you kept moving and thrusting that knife around in circles in the hope that 
you’d injure and eventually kill your opponent, or wear down your enemy’s 
resolve to continue or you let your resolve crumble and allow him to kill 
you. After many years reflecting in that oversized bunker called Cheyenne 
Mountain with its steel beams shaking from the relentless pounding from 
above, I came to the realization that there is no safe lush middle ground in 
this cruel universe. This meshed well with all my past experiences. 
Regardless of what we may have been taught the cosmos hadn’t ‘designed’ 
to be inherited by the weak.” 


“Early on not more than a week into the war our entire command control 
network had been vaporized. We were left without satellites or for that 
matter any way to determine where the Tuok would appear next. We still 
had many brave intelligence operatives who weren’t even regular soldiers at 
this point, but civilians every bit as tough.” 


“Over time the enemy displayed characteristics, habits, preferences in tactics 
that we exploited to our advantage. We began to ascertain when and where 
they’d appear after merging all our meager human intelligence with our 
assumptions. Were we even close to ninety percent accurate with our 
predictions? At most we had a forty percent probability of accurately 
determining their next move but on those special occasions we had the 
element of surprise we were able to hurt them badly. Of course, that was 
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before this last battle when they sent in their heavy guns those huge black 
triangles.” Justin lost his telltale confident demeanor for a few short 
seconds. “Enough with my long winded dissertation: you and you’re troops 
need some R&R. They also need to be more fully aware that we can win 
maybe not by destroying the Tuok’s ability to make war but by lashing out 
with our ‘knives’ long enough to wear down their resolve.” Sue responded 
quickly, “The fact of the matter is we will never let our dream die of living 
in freedom from terror. Why don’t we ask the troops for suggestions on 
R&R? In the meantime why don’t we work together to determine how best 
to convey our objectives and in the process give them some much needed 
hope in the future. Thank you, Mr. President.” A mist almost a tear formed 
in Justin’s eyes but evaporated quickly. 


The night was pleasantly cool with a breeze blowing gently through the 
Aspin trees. Off to the east of camp was the circular rock bowl with its thin 
line of trail under heavy granite rock. No one could see off in the distance at 
this hour of the night but the sentry’s standing guard at the opening of the 
trail further from the bowl’s ‘spout’ were thoroughly enjoying this hour. The 
moon shined brightly on the grassy boulder strewn valley with barely visible 
‘ghost rays’ that lent an air of tranquility to the scene. What stars were 
twinkling in the sky that weren’t drowned out in luminosity by the moon 
(pretending to be a poor version of the sun) were suspended against the 
black backdrop. All was quiet, no gunshots sounding sharp like the night 
before and no screams from dying freedom fighters. Sue and Justin sat 
outside his tent on some fold out chairs talking endlessly about their 
personal histories and plans. 


The night wore on, touching others who were restless, in pain, wasting away 
on tables, or overly confident in their superiority. Under this cover of night 
no attacks would be made against Tuok positions. The hands were getting 
tired grinding down the maze into meal. A fighting force slowing down its 
‘knife carving’ fight as the blade became dull. Worn down by lunging, 
thrusting, and tearing at the enemy the purposeful soul of the resistance was 
seeping out into the air. What had become of the human race was now 
huddled in their secrecy, their seclusion, and their withering hope. The vine 
of hope was forced to feel the sting of cold with the emergence of the last 
season, the final season. Sad is the loss that accumulates without gains, the 
flower burgeoning with color that closes mournfully upon itself. Only a few 
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wanted to admit that their grand hopes of persevering in a one-sided war had 
almost reached a conclusion — they were losing. Dawn may come reverent 
with promise streaming upward with the beams reaching high on 
outstretched arms but its comfort is short lived for those who comprehend 
their mortality. 


Reaching up with open arms, hands grasping at nothing, pleading to the 
heavens for help were a father kneeling beside the bodies of his wife and 
son. Tears gushing in rivulets falling on the dead grass of a prairie that 
exposed its emptiness to the equally empty night, he cried. Off in the 
distance glowed fires from destructions curse, the demons unquenchable 
hunger grew while God slept. Anguish gushed forth on a land, a planet 
trembling in horror and helplessness at a power from the ultimate evil arisen 
from the depths of Hades. How would deliverance be ordained, foretold in 
all prophesies of the end — surely some would be left to greet the new dawn. 
Strength was running thin like gruel strained until only pale water remained; 
dare not foretell the trauma that would rumble the very foundations of 
belief. 


In an open desert the earthly death hung in the air and over the planet like a 
plague bestowed by stupid happenstance. Cruelty that never knew a holiday 
or rest had ravaged, was liquidating with a free hand. Crying voices had 
pierced the heavens for they must have been heard for why let beauty live in 
a universe adorned only with hate, evil, discord, and pain. That was the 
essence of hope a belief in our better dreams. 
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Chapter 17 


Castaway’s on a careening concourse of evil the human race was well 
acquainted with this reenactment of brutality; the difference was the cast of 
players. Where before the inquisitors, barbarians, and black-hearted butchers 
were their own kind now evil had evolved to perfection. Not a mere 
aberration but a mass of fear inducing, horror flooding stokers of hell’s fire. 


Corrupting the desert soil were the over two thousand Filon Class war 
triangles of the Tuok military. These roughhewn leaches were massive 
hulking craft built by creatures that had no conception of beauty, quality, or 
elegance. Spawned from a cesspool culture of fear and hatred they 
represented the epitome of carelessly imagined superiority. Like ill-begotten 
chopped stones burned to a pure black in the ovens of demons their canons 
of hellfire brought sweaty shaking fear to the weak on Earth who they 
prayed upon with a vengeance. This time the Tuok had cast out a net from 
the center of the Andromeda galaxy in order to ensnare a new supply of 
hosts in this galaxy. 


The time of purging was near, much nearer than the Tuok could fathom. 


Foretold, this great cleansing was about to pit evil against good in a titanic 
clash that in the end would erase the status quo enjoyed by evil for far too 
long. Perfection would fight imperfection to once and for all vanquish this 
scourge of users (the Tuok) from the annals of pain. These master pain 
givers would be jettisoned back to their hellish planet never to return to the 
Milky Way galaxy. Their river of suffering would stop flowing with the 
swift blows that would unleash a power the Tuok could only dream of 
obtaining. They’d need a miracle to stop the destruction of their forces and 
miracles weren’t on their side of the fence. At best, they’d be fortunate to 
make it back to their lair of hot acid in one piece; provided they realized the 
futility of fighting a war they could never win. 


Commander Harvon Zabon was reviewing the latest host production data. 

These primate pests were still challenging their demise, still refusing to give 
up, still attacking munitions depots, and generally raising havoc in the most 
unlikely ways. Reclining in his sling all his gelatinous weight vibrated from 
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the top of his corpulent head throughout the rest of his puss covered body. 
He was clearly enjoying the next report which was a detailed analysis 
compiled by the Tuok Scientific Council on the vast destruction caused by 
the Filon Class war triangles. Harvon was in a state of pure pleasure 
observing this report because it was full of juicy gore, vaporizing families, 
and stone creating energy eruptions directed at primitive structures, the 
release of hundreds of Borers finding their victims, and the steady screams 
when these Borers started their trek towards exposed brains. Being a 
connoisseur of gore in its many varied forms Harvon had collected a 
mountain of holographic pain of unimaginable content. To Harvon joy could 
be experienced in its rarest forms only by watching many, many suffering 
primitives scurrying about in sheer pandemonium. A Tuok took great 
pleasure in inflicting horrible pain from a throne of invincibility. They were 
the personification of all that was evil. Evil that had accumulated in a dense 
core of bitter hate. 


Lounging in his sling gurgling blissfully after eating his meal of rotten acid 
tainted sulfur jelly (shipped to all Tuok forced to live off world) he remained 
spellbound by the exquisite suffering of these primates. They’d wither and 
shake uncontrollably with eyes open so wide he’d thought they’d roll right 
out of their heads onto the flattened ground. His visions even edited the 
events to an even more satisfying set of conclusions. 


These humans were just too sturdy, too unbreakable a species to provide a 
total climax of red-hot super charged hell. Their eyes didn’t pop out with 
gushing blood or warm viscous life juices pumping in uncontrollable 
fountains until death came with a spasm. No, these Homo sapiens were just 
too solid a race to provide the more exotic forms of horrible death he’d 
witnessed in other surplus hosts on planets that had evolved a weaker set of 
primitives. 


Not feeling especially satiated with pure corrosive gut sloshing choked fear 
Harvon longed for his glowing rock and its furnace blast of fire. This blue 
planet was just too bright; all this green, blue, and light hitting your exposed 
body. Now and then he’d visit the Torture Theater to watch not those 
holographic image captures but real honest to goodness flesh tearing, 
searing, and puncturing by experts in the art of Tuok torture. Per custom 
these Theaters were entirely black only the hovering red lights reflecting off 
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of blood covered crying hosts was allowed per The Acts of Evil. 


The Acts of Evil less law than protocol on how to extract the maximum 
anguish, pain, and gruesome frothing bloody juices from the existing set of 
torture tools was the preeminent guide book of Tuok torture. Laws in Tuok 
society were less concerned about maintaining order and more concerned 
with codifying practices that led to gratifying decadence. Why have 
troublesome laws when the military caste ruled with blessed terror. No 
organism dared question the absolute authority of the military caste whose 
word, actions, and beliefs were undisputed edicts. 


How Harvon loathed these primates who choked between bouts of spasm 
filled shock, whispering, “Please have mercy” or “Please spare me” for they 
must have understood his total devotion to the precepts of evil, or maybe 
they didn’t. Possibly these sniveling blood oozing cretins refused to believe 
that a Tuok had no soul but was only a tool of a lower abomination. But they 
kept up their sniveling at least those not influenced to put up a fight similar 
to their legendary hero of the Extermination Camps; the long dead Wayne 
King. This insignificant black human primate had what Harvon termed guts 
for disrupting or attempting to disrupt the smooth harvest of hosts. He 
realized right off that the Tuok were incapable of comprehending concepts 
like good, equity, democracy, justice, freedom, happiness, and love. Harvon 
was perplexed by these totally alien concepts. No self-respecting Tuok 
would ever cuddle up to any of these empty phrases. They weren’t dark 
enough, or painful enough to deserve recognition even if Harvon could dig 
to the root of their meaning. 


Why bother, for the Tuok were the supreme parasite in the universe that no 
one dared cross. In their roughly tangled culture the Tuok tore off hunks of 
stuff to form all their awful tools. Spacecraft even military black triangles 
were chiseled to form from the black rock of the Tuok home world. After 
being lifted out of the surrounding rock more inexpert chiseling was needed 
to carve out the guts of the war machine. It was then fitted internally with 
substandard propulsion, a rudimentary synthetic being, and other essentials. 
No care was ever taken in the construction of anything Tuok. Too much 
time taken on the development of sound equipment took away from those 
pleasure filled tortures conducted by expert technicians who could skillfully 
get the primitives to howl in agony. 
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Harvon or for that matter no Tuok ever questioned their actions believing 
they were above reproach. A Tuok or any other species within their territory 
could question no topic that was ordained by the Tuok. Theirs was a very 
statically decrepit society that limped along on the backs of others. They’re 
splintery rough surfaced universal view was totally devoid of any empathy. 


dee 2 


Patrolling out beyond the Earth’s moon Commodore Galuc Bevor of the 
Tuok regular military was pleased to be in command of his first complement 
of Filon class war triangles fully fitted to do battle with the worst of Tuok 
enemies. He’d been a bit surprised when he was pulled out of Sector Org 
near the home world with his battle hardened soldiers fresh from their fight 
with the Devoidions. 


Sworn enemies of the Tuok, the Devoidions were a weaker parasitic species 
that had to be pushed back down into their ‘hole’ not by a breeder species 
but by the Tuok ready to kill their own brethren in a territorial dispute. 
Claiming complete sovereignty over all the peripheral sectors in the 
Andromeda galaxy for their exclusive use the Tuok wanted control over all 
the ‘grazing lands’ even those formally reserved for other parasitic races. 
Keeping in mind that parasitic species were an oddity of evolution you’d 
think there’d be enough primitive breeder species to go around but then a 
Tuok never shared or acknowledged the rights of others even his own kind. 
It just wasn’t in the makeup of a Tuok to share — a Tuok took. 


To say that Galuc was perplexed would have been an understatement for he 
was shocked that the military had been called up to cull some primitive 
breeder hosts on a planet in a mostly unexplored sector of the Milky Way 
galaxy. He was aware that poddlings became full grown Tuok but the 
intimate details of this conversion were never discussed by any self- 
respecting Tuok. The business of supplying hosts for poddlings was kept 
within a subterranean stratum of awareness — out of sight, out of mind. 
Poddlings just emerged from the puss holes of the skin of females once a 
year and then were promptly collected. No intimate details were necessary, 
for this business of obtaining hosts for procreation never intruded into the 
daily life of a Tuok. But here he was circling in a parabola around this 
bazaar blue planet and its moon after razing a few cities of the primitive 
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breeder species that inhabited this aqua drop in the middle of nowhere. 
Clearly, things had gotten out of control in the production of hosts to call up 
the regular military when for millennia the military rulers relied exclusively 
on the lower crust of Tuok society to provide hosts for their young. Why 
hadn’t these harvesters of hosts been able to corral their breeders effectively 
with the tools and skills at hand? Didn’t they have a full complement of all 
the antiquated war triangles at their disposal to handle any unruly breeders 
that wouldn’t meekly accept their ordained fate? It was all so perplexing to 
Galuc whose thoughts fled rapidly away from a mind trained to accept and 
not question his ruler’s supreme wisdom. To question the ruler’s absolute 
unwavering wisdom in all matters was nothing short of sacrilegious and 
Galuc was not about to engage in such frivolity. 


Galuc did find the snuffing out of entire primitive cities very exhilarating to 
the point of being titillating. Watching from his command deck while these 
primates ran hopelessly for cover, their buildings blown to smithereens, and 
body parts flying in every direction had made Galuc’s yellow mass vibrate 
with pleasure. He was proud to be a selfish, corrupt, slimly yellow blob that 
felt no need to recognize any other interest but his own. In Galuc’s mind if it 
fulfilled a desire or need of a Tuok all else was irrelevant; no cost was too 
great. Let the universe bow to the needs of the Tuok the supreme parasite or 
face the consequences. 


Feeling refreshed after taking this circuitous road trip in his mind over the 
same rut cut path, Galuc was back where he belonged at the origin, the place 
where any means justified the end if it bettered a Tuok. It was very 
comforting to gurgle in his command sling inside the black interior of this 
Filon class war triangle with its red glowing orbs ominously creeping about. 
All that bright light coming from that star of theirs hurt his eyes even with 
the visors adjusted to a maximum setting. The base in a desert area in some 
place the primitives called New Mexico was to clear, hot, and pristine for 
Galuc who was used to an acid filled, pollution covered globe perpetually 
dark and only kept warm artificially. Any excuse he could offer to escape 
that desert environment even for short stints was a welcome relief. At least 
here out in space darkness was the rule not the exception. Where light 
shined its ugly brightness, his ship could at least adequately absorb it before 
it reached his sanctum of darkness. 
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These were truly amazing works of evil these Filon class war triangles given 
that the minute you slithered onto the command deck you felt a surge of 
hatred engulfing your entire being. It was not unlike Galuc’s first experience 
of hate when he blasted a fellow student to dust during hate your neighbor 
week year’s before acquiring the accepted wisdom spooned down from the 
rulers. His first hate he’d never forget the exotic new pleasure rushing 
uncontrollably in a rage that when all was said and done had left thousands 
of the weaker clans dead. The red flags were raised and the gurgling sounds 
could be heard in the poisoned air no matter where you positioned your 
yellow mass. Even the ultimate military ruler of all Tuok worlds enjoyed 
himself thoroughly by brandishing a head he had personally severed with his 
Goc razor. Still dripping with yellow slime the ultimate ruler hurdled the 
head towards the spectators crowded close to the Red Hole from which he 
had emerged. 


It was rumored that the reason the ultimate ruler was tinged red instead of 
yellow was because the Red Hole which was the seat of Tuok government 
rested several feet below the surface on the hot coals close to the molten 
core of the planet. This ruling class of hereditary military leaders was much 
larger than your average Tuok, red tinged in color like the ultimate ruler, 
sporting a long barbed tail, and a mouth filled with sharp protruding teeth. 
They were alarming in appearance even for a Tuok, and elicited extreme 
fear in the population — no Tuok ever disobeyed a rulers command. The heat 
down below caused them to sweat so much of their foul acidic liquid away 
that over the thousands of centuries the ruler class had taken a completely 
different evolutionary path from their ancestors above. Not only were the 
rulers tailed, red tinged, and fanged but also they had somehow sprouted 
small horns, muscular arms, and legs hideously creased. 


Evil, that pure state of profound hate, corruption, selfishness, and the smell 
of death was who the Tuok were; they exuded a virgin form of this undiluted 
evil. Any other personification of evil was just a poor copy of its purest 
embodiment found in the Tuok. 


“Commander, we have a configuration that our simulated intellect can’t 
identify” the concerned voice of the navigation officer spilled into the silent 
command bridge. Galuc despised being brought back from his hateful 
reminisces; “Lieutenant, have the simulated intellect reference all data 
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clusters.” “All data clusters referenced” was the deep female voice 
emanating from every crevice. “Zalon white war saucers of unknown 
configuration closing fast.” Addressing the simulated intellect with urgency 
Galuc quickly asked; “Are these war saucers from the Zalon Kingdom?” A 
split second after asking the question the synthetic voice echoed ominously 
with the answer, “Yes”. “How many war saucers are closing upon our 
position?” The deep voice responded in what seemed an eternity with the 
calculated number. “There are three thousand and seven Zalon white war 
saucers of unknown configuration heading straight for our position.” 


“Battle stations, this is not a drill. This is commander Galuc you’re probably 
aware at this instant that we have a fleet of approximately three thousand 
white war saucers from the Zalon Kingdom closing fast on our position. Do 
not engage these saucers unless my simulated intellect arms your weapons. I 
repeat do not engage these saucers until my command triangle issues the 
attack sequence.” 


Commander Galuc had undoubtedly heard the legends surrounding these 
Zalons. They were rumored to be the ancient protectors of a universe that 
had recently become more wonderfully violent, chaotic, and hateful. If he 
remembered his history correctly the Zalon Kingdom sent an emissary to 
meet outside his home world in the Andromeda galaxy some six hundred 
years ago. They were attempting at the time to force the Tuok to take clearly 
inferior synthetic organisms in place of their more standard complement of 
primitive hosts gleaned from periphery worlds. 


“SI unit give me a concise background history of the Zalons.” Galuc felt he 
needed more information on this breeder species he might be forced to 
obliterate. Again the almost husky female voice reverberated around the 
command deck. “The Zalon species is a reptile race that is billions of years 
old. They are one of the first originator races in the universe. Currently, data 
clusters indicate they hold an advanced species rating of mAAA Alpha; the 
highest rating on the Seone Scale. Culturally, they believe in honesty, 
equity, freedom, unrestricted happiness, proliferation of love, equality, and 
all other virtues of a system of ethics that they originated and which has 
spread across the universe. Their form of government is a democratic 
monarchy composed of a figurehead king and a parliament with a Prime 
Minister who is the head of the government. Territorially they directly 
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control the entire Milky Way galaxy including peripheral sectors all freely 
belonging to the Zalon Kingdom. They have a robust economy with trade 
extending to all galaxies of the universe. Militarily they are ranked 9999 out 
of 9999 in the Bijorn Power Rating.” Galuc had heard enough. “Stop” 
Before the “p” sound could be spoken the husky SI unit ceased with its 
lesson. 


“We are being hailed by what seems to be the command saucer of the Zalon 
fleet.” The SI unit ground out in its husky female voice. 


Chapter 18 


In a soft pleasant feminine voice the synthetic organism of General Xion’s 
command saucer broke the silence after ten minutes. “General according to 
tactical plan H777 I’ve just hailed the Tuok command triangle. All war 
saucers in the fleet are positioning themselves in accordance with the plan.” 
Once again quiet predominated for a short while longer on the deck of the 
command saucer, in fact on all the other three thousand and six Omega class 
white war saucers of the Zalon Kingdom soldiers waited. There probably 
wasn’t a single Zalon in the strike force who’d ever seen a Tuok. Aside from 
the emissary sent to speak with the Tuok outside their home world in the 
Andromeda galaxy some six hundred years ago the Tuok remained a sinister 
mystery for all Zalon’s. What was most interesting was that no images of 
any Tuok had ever been taken by Zalon intelligence operatives. In such a 
diverse universe the appearance of another race didn’t mentally register; 
even a species that was radically different. On the command deck General 
Xion and his battle hardened executive staff felt a strange curiosity that was 
palpable. This just wasn’t any species in a multi-species universe but a rare 
parasitic race that was considered the supreme parasite on many worlds 
where just mention of the Tuok could bring about panic. 


The Central Viewing Hologram Receiver (used strictly for communication) 
of the command saucer crystallized the sparkling image that hovered 
directly in front of General Xion and his executive staff. It was a 3-D image 
of a yellow blob supported by some kind of sling with sores erupting puss, 
what passed for a face was barely visible, small stubby gelatinous arms, and 
little wobbly legs. General Xion looked with amazement at this ‘supreme’ 
parasite that had caused so much trouble in the periphery of so many 
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galactic systems. More amazing was the creature’s command deck that was 
totally black except for numerous moving red globes; General Xion was 
intrigued by this view of such a totally alien life form. 


“This is Commodore Galuc Bevor of the Tuok.” A deep voice resonated 
from somewhere within its large probably four hundred pound mass; this 
being the closest approximation of tone and other vocal inflections 
deciphered by the Verbal Translation System of the synthetic organism. 


General Xion responded with the prepared text he was ordered to give 
during this first encounter. “This is General Xion of the Zalon Kingdom you 
are in violation of Section 1a of The Milky Way Galactic Law. You have 
forty-eight hours to vacate this planet after which any Tuok forces, 
representatives, and associates will be vaporized.” The yellow mass started 
to vibrate sending puss dribbling down its leathery skin in various places. 
Maybe the Tuok was thinking of what his response should be or maybe he 
wasn’t even going too responded, but more than a minute elapsed before the 
deep voice sounded again. 


“General Xion you must understand that I’ll need to convey this demand to 
my superiors. I’ll be in contact with you soon.” With the last word spoken 
the visual image of this most unusual creature vanished. 


On the command deck of the Tuok war triangle Commodore Galuc closed 
the transmission immediately; “SI unit give me the specifics of Section 1a of 
The Milky Way Galactic Law”; in a millisecond apprehension coursed 
through Galuc’s gasping brain. Coarse like grating sandpaper with a deep 
demon like quality his synthetic intellect responded. “The Milky Way 
Galactic Law is the defining base legal superstructure from which all other 
laws must never violate. It is a revered legal document that all member star 
systems within the Zalon Kingdom had input and voted on when the 
democratic version of the kingdom was founded. This document represents 
the legal guarantees, basic laws, and freedoms afforded to all citizens of the 
Zalon Kingdom regardless of their home star system or multi-species type 
designation. It is an unusually named document since it incorporates many 
laws and guarantees instead of just a single law but because of a 
misunderstanding between the Correllion race of star system YT1089 who’s 
culture doesn’t acknowledge multiple differences in a like named concept 
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the current wording was used. Section 1a of The Milky Way Galactic Law 
states “Any advanced species that uses a first class military weapon with a 
star power rating of .5 or higher against a primitive defenseless civilian 
population is in violation of war crimes. The violator or violators of this law 
will face vaporization of their forces on the planet where the atrocities 
occurred. Additionally, the violator if from another galaxy is indefinitely 
forbidden to enter the Milky Way galaxy at any point in the future. If the 
violator re-enters the galaxy they will be judged to have committed an act of 
war against the inhabitants of the Milky Way galaxy and will be dealt with 
harshly.” 


Stunned Galuc’s body shook uncontrollably until he gradually regained his 
composure; “SI unit get me Commander Harvon Zabon.” 


“Commander Harvon Zabon here” the image glowed in the holographic tube 
before Galuc. “Sir, this is Commodore Galuc Bevor we’ve just received an 
ultimatum from a General Xion who represents the Zalon Kingdom. The 
short of it is we are in violation of a very important law of theirs and they 
are giving us forty-eight hours to leave this sector or they will vaporize all 
Tuok remaining in this sector. Additionally, once we’ve vacated the territory 
of the Zalon Kingdom this law strictly forbids our reentry into Zalon space 
extending to the limits of the Milky Way galaxy.” Harvon just about choked 
on the sulfur jelly he was eating. “Commodore how many of their war 
saucers do they have confronting our triangles?” “Sir, they have more than 
two thousand five hundred white war saucers of a configuration that my SI 
unit is unable to identify.” 


What the hell was this, an SI unit not being able to identify the configuration 
of a Zalon Kingdom war saucer — how was that possible? “Commodore, 
don’t take any provocative actions. I need to contact the Ultimate Ruler. I’ ll 
get back to you momentarily.” 


Extremely troubled would have been a mild description of how Harvon felt 
at that moment; a more accurate description would have been terrified. 
Terrified beyond comprehension was Harvon’s precise state of mind — 
trembling fear dragged Harvon into an abyss, his normal self-assured nature 
losing it’s footing to free fall. This reeking fear didn’t originate from a Zalon 
fleet ready to blast him into oblivion but from the thought of having to speak 
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with the Ultimate Ruler of the Tuok. His whole yellow mass shook 
violently. 


Harvon uttered “Connection Red Hole heksa-heksa-heksa” almost 
incoherently; waiting for the holographic image to appear Harvon attempted 
in vein to control his shaking. Very few yellows had ever contacted the reds 
that ruled with an iron fist over all the Tuok star systems. They’d make their 
appearance before the yellows only on special occasions. These ultimate 
military rulers wielded absolute power over all the Tuok subjects. No 
written laws existed in the star systems controlled by the Tuok. In fact, if 
your superior wanted you dead he’d just kill you outright. What made the 
ultimate military rulers so dangerous was because they despised the yellows 
that they felt were their inferior ancestors. The truth of the matter was these 
ultimate military rulers just hated everything it didn’t matter what the 
species. Harvon was intimately aware that the slightest wrong word or look 
during the upcoming conversation could mean death. Not just you’re run of 
the mill vaporization death but death in the special torture room of the reds 
down in the Red Hole. 


Flickering violently the holographic emitter tube colored a foggy red image 
that it had difficulty rendering as if the signal was passing deep into an 
energy-well. Hurtling down a smooth shaft towards purgatory the puny 
beam kept traveling, traveling, moving deeper past solid cool rock finally 
reaching the pits of hell an inferno of orange-red glowing rocks on the verge 
of being molten. 


“Most unusual having a yellow contact me directly!” was the nearly 
incoherent snarl that came from a mouth displaying saliva-dripping incisors. 
Piercing red eyes seared directly into Harvon’s mind throwing open it’s 
every secret compartment — he lay exposed with his brain scalded by an 
impure power. Bolts of energy were now feeding this deeply corrupted 
visualization. This was highly unusual given the simple nature of a Tuok 
holographic tube. Somehow an energy feedback loop was emanating from 
the Red Hole that was distorting the normal operation of the tube. The tube 
was alive with feedback bursts jolting dark red bolts in all directions, tearing 
convulsively at the outside and inside of the feeble tube. Havon couldn’t 
believe his eyes. How could this be happening that this sinister being, this 
Ultimate Ruler, this ultimate evil, was toying with physics the constant of 
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the cosmos so carelessly? 


“Your Excellency I’m very sorry to disturb you but a most urgent matter 
requires your attention.” Harvon barely spoke the last word audibly in his 
terrified condition. 


“How dare you! A yellow, a rotten yellow corpse, consider for a millisecond 
that you’re even capable of identifying an urgent matter that requires my 
attention.” His Excellency’s tail whipped viciously in the acid filled air 
throwing heat vapors against the roof of this his prison. “Understand 
Commander Harvon Zabon even light years cannot contain my power. It 
travels on your holographic beam ready to rip your worthless soft yellow 
heart clean out of your blubbery body. Get to the point — now!” 


“Your Excellency Commodore Galuc Bevor is in command of a fleet 
comprised of two thousand Filon class war triangles that is currently 
confronting a fleet of over two thousand five hundred Zalon Kingdom white 
war saucers of an unknown configuration. The Zalon fleet commander a 
General Xion says that we’ve violated one of their laws. The law that has 
been violated according to this general is Section 1a of The Milky Way 
Galactic Law that essentially forbids the use of a military weapon with a star 
power of .5 or higher on a civilian population. The Zalon fleet commander 
says he is giving us forty-eight hours now about forty-seven hours to vacate 
this blue planet Earth or he’ll be forced to vaporize any Tuok remaining in 
this planetary system or sector. He’s also indicated that if we attempt to re- 
enter the Zalon Kingdom which extends throughout the entire Milky Way 
galaxy this same law gives his government the right to take harsh 
measures.” 


“You are weak. Don’t you realize your Commodore Galuc commands the 
finest Tuok war triangles ever constructed — a most deadly weapon? Let 
those stinking Zalons threaten, or for that matter act. How dare they bully us 
any longer; shred their white sparkling clean saucers into so many 
microscopic strips.” Blinking furiously the image of the Ultimate Tuok 
military ruler went dark leaving a pungent ozone smell. Even the migrating 
red globes of the command triangle trembled and flickered when the evil 
rushed back from where it came. 


Why weren’t the Tuok the least bit curious about the fact that the Zalon fleet 
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had saucers of an “unknown configuration?” Never questioning Tuok 
superiority, competence, or other characteristics this degenerate society was 
built upon lies. These lies left the Tuok exposed to the greatest lie of the 
entire incomprehensible but readily swallowed lie that all the ‘vomited’ lies 
represented the truth. Never would the truth ever dare raise its head in a 
despicable culture held together by sticky lies. Lies like rust corrode; they 
degrade the substantive to the point that no trace of the untarnished original 
remains — a whiff of the indistinguishable floats off. 


It was far easier to believe in the illusion that evil would prevail over good 
even though evil was at such a distinct disadvantage. The only weapon that a 
pervasive evil had was to attempt to convince those straddling the fence that 
a superior purpose and strength rested not with good but with the purveyors 
of this illusion; with those who’d warp reality with certitude: that no dire 
consequences would result. But wasn’t this form of anti-reasoning also an 
extension of a system of illusion meant not to corrupt the illusionist but only 
the gullible followers? Maybe this is always the original intent but when 
dirtying others in dishonesty it is hard not to also get soiled in the process. A 
path had been taken down from the mountain into the pits of hell so very 
long ago that those within the Tuok race irrespective of their parasitic 
proclivities were now too weak to crawl out of their hole to ascend heights 
that now seemed un-scalable. So, the questions that needed to be asked only 
accumulated, hanging ripe in the still air of stagnation with no one strong 
enough to reach out and grapple with them head on. That is how intolerable, 
decadent, corrupt leaders are transformed from their meek weak beginnings 
into monsters capable of the worst arson on the truth; they’re simply allowed 
to grow and thrive safe from the sheep that fear confrontation. 


Such was the case with the Ultimate military rulers of the Tuok who were 
given free rein to thrive in a cauldron of corruption, hate, degeneration, and 
all that is based upon an unsustainable evil that will ultimately perish under 
the searing light of truth, justice, and good. Was it at all conceivable that 
good would triumph so mightily over evil, certainly, beyond the shadow of a 
doubt? Good rested in the realm of reasoned facts, calculations, and 
judgments founded in a pure reality based universe that in and of itself 
allowed for no transgression towards illusion without significant costs being 
paid by the transgressor. 
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“Get me Commodore Galuc Bevor,” a shaky voiced Commander Harvon 
Zabon swiftly ordered his SI unit. “Commodore Galuc here sir” was the 
sound that preceded the holographic image dimming before regaining full 
power. Within its simulated mind the SI unit was trying to compensate for 
the surges that had burned a few of its holographic imaging synapses when 
the undiluted energies of hell had torched between them a few minutes ago 
in its rage of obliteration. 


“Commodore Galuc I’ve just been instructed by his Excellency the Ultimate 
Ruler of Tuok to destroy that troublesome insignificant fleet of the Zalon 
Kingdom attempting to disrupt the processing of our poddlings. Use 
whatever force you deem necessary to shred them into millions of pieces.” 
Commodore Galuc expecting no less from his well-informed leaders 
snapped to with the crisp response; “Yes, sir.” Vanishing instantly almost 
too quickly the holographic image left the Tuok command building in 
absolute darkness. 


“Commander we are under attack. All defensive systems have been 
activated; offensive systems awaiting your command.” General Xion shifted 
his attention to the holographic systems and tactical command information 
portals. They were lit up with incoming fire trajectories with a star power 
rating of one hundred and fifty thousand. “Your synthetic systems should be 
registering an attack coming from the planet. You are authorized to engage 
the enemy using deadly force. Any deviation from the tactical plan that your 
synthetic organisms are following will come from this command saucer. My 
synthetic is indicating that the source of the star canons on the surface of the 
planet has been triangulated.” The star power rating of his saucer was now at 
one hundred with a good bulk of that energy diverted to the shield. 


The Tuok Filon black war triangles fired their orange-reddish beams straight 
at the Omega war saucers. Obviously it was an attempt by the Tuok to 
engage the Zalons with a swift first hammer blow intended to do the most 
damage with the element of surprise at their backs. The Tuok were flooding 
their energy tubes with the maximum star power of their triangles limiting 
the available energy to their shields in this quick surge of disintegrating 
power directed at the Zalon fleet. 


Firing at maximum energy, a star power rating of one hundred, the Zalon 
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Omega’s that General Xion had waiting behind Mars vaulted across the 
vacuum of space to confront an enemy focused elsewhere. A total of five 
hundred and seven saucers were now concertedly bashing through the weak 
shields of about half of the enemy triangles that were concentrating their 
power in their fire upon the exposed saucers. 


On those demon ships being hit by these free firing five hundred and seven 
saucers the energy of the Zalon Kingdom had finished cracking its whip; the 
metal was furiously dripping down on those Tuok destined to slide back to 
hell. A continuous stream of pure energy was flooding the skin of these 
paragons of evil with in purifying wash of disintegration. Vanishing into the 
cold of space one thousand Tuok war triangles were now gone. 


The exposed Zalon saucers strained under the bolts of energy rushing up 
from the five thousand star canons that created an energy surge like a 
tsunami wave bashing against their shield ramparts. Oscillating past the 
hundred star power barrier in an urgent attempt to keep the shields from 
caving in under this flood of energy the synthetic organisms on every 
Omega saucer were working furiously to stem the flood of destructive 
energy pounding their hulls. On about five hundred saucers cries of last 
regrets bounced out to a deaf space. General Xion thought that if his five 
hundred and seven reserve saucers now engaged in vaporizing about one 
thousand of the Tuok force didn’t come around and takeout that 
concentrated fire from those five thousand star canons on the planet’s 
surface soon a good portion of his force would disappear. Having so much 
Tuok firepower directed in a Hail Mary full energy surge was a serious spot 
to be in for his fleet on the receiving end. 


“Commander, shield energy is feeding back to generation source. My 
calculations estimate we have at best three minutes before maximum energy 
output to the shields coupled with the inflow of the offensive energy merges 
into a pushed feedback that will destroy this saucer.” This report delivered 
by the synthetic organism was spoken with the utmost precision even though 
this same system was simultaneously running multiple sub-units engaged in 
every conceivable task of protecting, and assessing the ever changing 
environmental states both internal and external. 


The holographic displays were showing red oscillating images of systems 
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that were on the verge of total failure. Lower down the tactical display in the 
holographic tube to the right of General Xion the battle played out in a most 
unpleasant way. Every remaining saucer in the Zalon fleet was still pinned 
down in this energy vise coming from the Tuok war triangles and those star 
canons blasting from the surface of that blue planet. In an instant the 
planetary image shifted to the circled area where the canons had originally 
been triangulated. Energy fire was now being directed at these canons with a 
star power rating of twenty-two thousand five hundred — according to the 
synthetic organism. Glowing white the circled region on the blue planet’s 3- 
D image was now gone. Luckily, the power of the star canons was totally 
absorbed in offensive fire leaving very little power to adequately shield 
them from the incoming energy bursting through the atmosphere of the 
planet; those five hundred and seven saucers that General Xion in his 
experience kept in reserve “just in case” had saved the entire Zalon fleet 
from almost certain destruction. 


The Omega war saucers now fully capable of shielding and firing 
simultaneously against mere thirty star power Tuok war triangles pulled the 
‘trigger’. How the tides of battle can shift quickly. General Xion didn’t need 
to give the order because it had already been executed by the synthetic 
organisms (per tactical plan H777) on each saucer but he wanted these to be 
the last words heard by this despicable enemy. “Wipe this scum from Zalon 
space.” Now the full power of about twenty-five hundred Omega white war 
saucers with a star power rating of one hundred erupted with an energy that 
was tidily vaporizing each Tuok black triangle touched. 


On Commodore Galuc Bevor’s command triangle his SI unit was 
incoherently conveying losses and survivability estimates. The finest the 
Tuok could field; the Filon black war triangle was meeting a most 
inauspicious end. The second Galuc’s command triangle was blasted into 
millions of disintegrating pieces a last thought crossed Galuc’s confused 
mind — “an unknown configuration”. The Tuok menace had been defanged. 


The Omega saucers of the Zalon Kingdom headed towards the blue planet. 
Emerging from the troop sections of these massive craft encompassing more 
than two miles were ground troop transports that rocketed towards Earth. 
The Zalon ground force would mop up the Tuok that still caused pain — 
Zalon citizens would soon be free. 


138 


With the highly capable General Ridov in command of the ground assault 
General Xion retired to his cabin to reflect upon the heavy loses he’d 
experienced today. War, battles, any armed conflict was a brutal score to 
settle that invariably cost lives. He felt that if his soul could be exposed it 
would appear beaten to a pulp, the result of so many deaths under his 
command, not an incompetent command. No, General Xion new he 
proactively met his enemy on the field of battle with a wealth of experience 
that minimized the loss of Zalon Kingdom warriors. The key word was 
minimized the loss of war fighters not guaranteed that they’d return home to 
their families — some never made it home. He stared without blinking in an 
almost comatose state for a long time in order to release this day’s pain out 
into the cabin, out beyond the skin of the saucer. No, this day of breaking 
the chains from this planet would claim more lives under General Ridov’s 
command. More mothers, wives, husbands, and children to be told that those 
they loved would not come home. This was the secret pain that lashed out at 
General Xion after every battle regardless of the outcome. A pain that he 
must bear in complete solitude, a pain that could never be shared for he was 
the rock that so many rested upon; his was the indomitable spirit, even 
though it was mightily bruised. Such was the cost of defending freedom and 
the rights of those too weak to defend themselves from tyranny. 
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Chapter 19 


Disillusionment, destitution, and tragedy clung tightly to Sue and Justin 
pulling them and their fellow freedom fighters down deeper to where the 
water drained into their lungs. The month in month out losses inflicted on 
the Mountain Lions within the ever-expanding Tuok killing zone tore huge 
gaping holes in their now thinly spread forces. Creeping closer was this 
seepage of Tuok across a scared land. The Tuok were now confidently 
patrolling a good portion of what had been the backwoods. 


The relative safety afforded the Mountain Lion’s in their remote camps was 
gradually made irrelevant by the numerically superior Tuok army that was 
leaking into these sanctuaries. Over time the guerilla tactics of the Mountain 
Lion’s gave way to unadulterated survival. Running from the enemy (a 
defensive stance) became the most relevant response to the sweep of 
overwhelming numbers thrust forward. Offensive action becomes mute 
when you’re running for dear life from an enemy bent upon killing you the 
instant you stop to catch your breath. The Tuok was essentially routing Sue, 
Justin, and all their comrades. 


Time is a double edged sword for the guerilla force because they need 
adequate time to recruit, plan, and build up a momentum of successful 
actions against the superior force but if the more powerful force can hold out 
over the long haul they will overrun the smaller force in sheer numbers. The 
latter condition now shifted the initiative in the ground war from the 
Mountain Lions to the Tuok. No war fighter (especially the Lion’s) wanted 
to face an enemy from strictly a defensive stance since chaos and 
uncertainty would rule the conflict for this the losing side. Only two things 
could stem this deadly rout, a steady influx of new recruits or a miracle. The 
Mountain Lions had been getting anything but a steady influx of new 
recruits with the Tuok killing more and more people in their Extermination 
Centers — so the Mountain Lions needed a miracle, and fast. 


Starting on another dark note the day had been a symphony of moves 
designed like all the rest within the past two months to keep as many 
fighting patriots alive as possible. Sue understood completely the direr 
military position her forces had crashed headlong into, but she also 
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understood that unless she could maintain cohesion, order, and a semblance 
of numerical relevance they and the human race were finished. They needed 
to find a temporary safe haven that would give them an opportunity to catch 
their breath so that they could turn this rout back around by executing some 
offensive actions. 


Justin summed it up aptly when he said the Tuok “were like vermin 
spreading so quickly that even when you were certain that you’d killed a 
meaningful proportion the nests just kept churning out many times that 
number.” A sick joke had been circulating among the troops that the Tuok 
you killed were actually “Johnny and Sally from your home town.” 
Unfortunately, this was the crux of the problem. Tuok numbers were 
continually being augmented exponentially from all the people that they 
were transforming into their own kind. How many millions of Tuok were 
now roving about the countryside? Sue felt that they had to shut down more 
Extermination Centers than they’d done thus far if they were going to have 
any chance of beating this prolific breeder. They must find a sanctuary and 
soon or humankind would probably be wiped out in a matter of a few short 
months. 


That evening a pageantry of bright lights burst upon the pinpricks shining 
through the nightly canvas. From their very temporary camp that they’d 
usually be forced to flee in the morning the freedom fighters marveled at 
these colorful lights bathing the ground and sky in daylight. “What do you 
think it is?” was Justin’s inquiry more a prompt to get Sue’s thoughts at that 
instant. Sue responded in an amazed state with eyes affixed skyward. “I 
haven’t the foggiest idea.” Just as she made that comment what looked to be 
about fifty or more of those small red Tuok triangles floated overhead and in 
less than a split second they bolted out of site in the direction of these 
mysterious lights. “Whatever these lights are they seem to have our 
adversary quite busy at the moment for they weren’t even interested in our 
little camp.” Sue spoke loud enough for all to hear. 


All that night the lights opened up brightness where only darkness had 
existed; both in a figurative and literal sense. Probably not a single fighter 
slept that night with the erratic lights crowding out the blackness required 
for sleep. Rousing early before dawn in their typically frantic pace to get 
moving before a Tuok patrol overtook them the Mountain Lion’s broke 
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camp and headed down the trail that led towards the wilder regions up north. 
Having fought back the freezing cold of winter with snow piling knee deep 
the spring that was blossoming about them was a happy note out of place in 
their regular collection of bleak tunes. 


The theories ran rampant between these bedraggled fighters who’d been 
ground down to mere stubs of essential emotionalism over years of hardship, 
terror, killing, and pain. What the hell were those lights in the sky that had 
attracted so much of the Tuok’s attention they were willing to forgo the 
ultimate prize — the snuffing out of the nucleus of the guerrilla fighters? 


Most of the theories floated centered on the belief that some other race of 
beings obviously of similar technological capabilities had fought and may 
still be fighting the Tuok at this very minute. Justin and Sue started to side 
with these theories the more the day progressed from one of typical 
apprehension to serenity. It was already 3 PM and they’d yet to encounter a 
Tuok patrol. 


“Justin, how close are we to Denver from our current position?” Realizing 
that any good military leader must always have her head to the ground for 
tectonic shifts in the war Sue thought she must find out who or what was 
harassing their enemy. Justin quickly responded after consulting his maps of 
the area. “Sue we’ll be about ten miles from Denver if we follow our present 
course. In fact, there should be a nice promontory with an unobstructed view 
of the entire city once we’re halfway up this summit about five miles from 
our current position.” It was wonderful to have such a tough brilliant 
advisor, confidant leader, and friend, thought Sue. 


They trekked down this trail without the slightest indication that a battle was 
still being waged against them, for most in the battalion sized unit were so 
pleasantly enjoying the freshness of the season that they were reminiscing 
on hikes they’d taken years before all hell had landed. Perfect tranquility 
ruled this day with the birds chirping merrily, the blue sky un-blotted by 
black or red triangular stains, and no hovering drones in the distance ready 
to pounce upon them sending their coordinates back to local Tuok patrols. 


Reaching the overlook they stopped before a huge white flat topped rock 

that jutted out into the clear, crisp air. Waiting breathlessly while Justin, 

Sue, and assorted other leaders hurried onto the rock those up front prayed 
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quietly for some small glimmer of hope. Sue with her command staff in tow 
climbed atop the white rock that should give them an unobstructed view of 
the dead city below. What they saw astonished them, for flying down into 
the city from the nearby sky where hundreds of these saucer like craft from 
this distance appearing to be about half a mile in diameter. Sue looked at 
Justin both with mouths agape; all of her command staff that had a clear 
view of this astonishing sight were equally shocked to see a craft they’d 
never seen in over ten years of fighting this enemy. 


Raising his field glasses to his eyes Justin could make out what looked like 
troops emerging from the landed saucers. Being too distant to distinguish 
detailed features of these troops it did look as if they were fighting the Tuok 
who appeared as bright yellow miniature blobs moving erratically on the 
ground. From time to time a flash of light was seen exploding from what 
could be described as some sort of energy beam canons positioned high up 
on the hills below. These canons were vaporizing what looked like Tuok 
positions further behind their front line of attack. 


Justin spoke first in this unbelieving crowd of onlookers. “Sue, it looks like 
someone else also harbors a hatred of this yellow scum.” “Yes, and they 
seem to have the upper hand in this fight.” 


A field radio crackled to life with an ominous message. “Sue, this is Wayne 
at the rear. We have company. It’s just descended the heights above us and 
currently has us encircled. Oh, my god. What are these creatures?” Sue shot 
back quickly. “Wayne, what the hell is going on back there?” 


“Sorry Sue, I just can’t believe my eyes. Standing before us are about two 
hundred large, muscular lizards in what looks like full military attire 
equipped with weapons utterly alien in appearance. Hell, they make the 
Tuok weaponry look primitive in comparison. They must be at least seven 
feet tall with heads and hands covered in what looks like light brown 
scales.” Both Sue and Justin exchanged another look of incredulousness. 
“Don’t do anything to provoke or upset these creatures. We’re heading back 
to your position immediately.” With the entire command staff running full 
bore back down the trail Sue blurted out “Hold your position.” 


Finally reaching the rear of the troop, she along with the rest of the 
command staff saw stars from the surge of blood rushing into their 
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adrenaline primed bodies at the first sight of these aliens. They were 
pleasantly shocked at realizing that they were no longer alone with just evil 
as company but probably one of many species within what was apparently a 
very diverse universe. At least these new alien visitors looked more 
humanoid than the bulbous Tuok. They had hands, legs, arms, feet, 
somewhat well-proportioned heads, no hair, eyes, holes where ears should 
have been, a nose, a small ridge that went midway from the front of their 
heads back to the crown of their skulls, no skin but instead light brown 
colored scales, a weight of about three hundred pounds, and a height of 
seven to eight feet. Their uniforms were a light powder blue tightly gripping 
elastic fabric that conveyed at least where the males of their species were 
concerned a bulge distinctive to what was expected when human males were 
similarly attired. On the right breast of the uniform was what looked to be an 
insignia of some sort — three equally long bright purple lines all pointing in a 
northwesterly direction. This must have been the symbol of their military 
unit or some governmental emblem. They all carried these finely crafted 
elegant weapons of burnished silver metal that had transparent tubes at their 
ends that looked like glass with colors fused together in a rainbow when the 
light struck their surface. 


It was a pleasure not to be looking down the barrel of some form of weapon. 
Instead these aliens had their weapons fastened to a shoulder clip that was 
attached to their uniforms. What looked to be their leader was gesturing with 
his hands at Sue and Justin to come closer. Both Sue and Justin carefully 
moved closer. Speaking in an unintelligible language for about thirty 
seconds the bits and pieces of their language syntax were slowly morphed 
into rudimentary English. Broken sentence fragments created an alphabet 
soup of sounds sometimes understandable other times totally alien with deep 
lisps interspersed with a few growls. They kept talking until whatever was 
translating their language to English had mastered the linkages in syntactic 
style and meanings; this took no more than a couple of minutes. What they 
were saying was now in sync with the perfect English that they spoke. 


“We are friends. My name is Major Grog Morok. We’re here to rid this 
planet of the Tuok menace and bring your planet back to a state of serenity, 
peace, tranquility, equity, equality, freedom, and justice within the Zalon 
Kingdom. At this very moment across your planet our forces are engaged in 
battle with the Tuok. Is a leader among your group?” 
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Sue spoke intentionally more clearly and slowly than she would otherwise 
just in case their very impressive translation system still had some kinks to 
be worked out. “My name is Sue and I’m the leader of a guerrilla or more 
aptly described resistance force called the Mountain Lions that reaches 
across this continent. We’ve been fighting the Tuok since their invasion of 
our planet about ten years ago. We do have the democratically elected leader 
of our former government with us. President Justin Cruz of the United States 
of America in my opinion still represents the remaining survivors of this 
continent, the islands of Hawaii, Alaska north of here, and a few islands in 
the Pacific & Atlantic oceans. 


Those that had heard the news were passing it back to the rear of the troop. 
Sounds of jubilation were spreading like a wave among this tight bond of 
people who’d experienced only hardship and pain for far too long. A rush of 
happiness surged spontaneously with smiles forcing the downturned creases 
of hardship into upward glimpses of heaven. Singing, laughing, cheers, and 
the rare soldier who collapsed from exhaustion after years of hyped up 
adrenalin charged blood that lost its fight or flight conditioned response. 
Justin and Sue were not above giving each other a long hug both beaming 
with smiles. 


Regaining his composure Justin walked a few steps forward to shake the 
hand of the huge lizard that was also wearing a faint smile. “Major Morok 
pleased to make your acquaintance. My name is Justin Cruz President of the 
United States of America.” Major Morok decided he’d better notify General 
Ridov that he was standing in front of probably the most important person 
left on this parasitically ravaged planet. “Mr. President nice to make your 
acquaintance; please excuse me I need to contact our ground force 
commander to notify him that you’re still alive and well.” 


Major Morok immediately began conversing with what seemed to be the 
thin air. His un-filtered, un-interpreted, non-facially synced voice sounded to 
Justin like he was listening to a lyrical highly vowel tuned language. It was 
complex in its tonal richness mixing soft growls with high and low pitched 
sounds that must have conveyed feeling but not in the least threatening 
because the major’s face had an amused look after one of these growls. 


“General Ridov, this is Major Morok located outside the star canon 
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emplacements above the city of Denver, Colorado. Sir, I’m responding to 
standing Order 1244.” 


That could only mean that this Major Morok has located a democratically 
elected leader of a national government of these people. “Major, which 
democratically elected leader on the list that your portable synthetic 
organism maintains has it identified?” 


“Sir, a primate type species individual has come forward and identified 
himself as President Justin Cruz of The United States of America. My 
synthetic organism has made a conclusive match based upon image files, 
and the genetic composition of this individual per exhaled gas analysis 
shows an exact duplicate to the genetic material extracted by our 
intelligence operatives before their planet was invaded.” 


General Ridov was overjoyed at this news. “Major Morok, excellent work! 
You don’t just have any democratically elected leader standing in front of 
you but the most important, and respected elected representative worldwide. 
Major this President Justin Cruz is now your most important responsibility. 
Let me make myself perfectly clear; not a single hair on his primate head 
should be lost. Bring him to Central Command pronto.” Amused at his good 
fortune Major Morok concluded his communication with General Ridov. 


“Mr. President, please come with me. General Ridov the ground forces 
commander for the Zalon Kingdom would be pleased to make your 
acquaintance personally.” “Lieutenant Corob, escort this battalion of human 
fighters back to our base.” Major Morok selected his most crack, top-notch 
soldiers after calling in his position so that Ground Fire saucers would 
extract them and his precious cargo from this hot zone. In the meantime 
Major Morok related to Sue all that had taken place and invited her and her 
compatriots to join them at Yokow the regional field base. 


The Tuok must have locked onto their position on the side of this mountain 
with an inline energy displacement-reading device because blinding orange- 
reddish flashes started noiselessly fusing with the surrounding rock. Hunks 
of this rock began disintegrating turning portions of the mountain into a vast 
emptiness. Major Morak’s soldiers were frantically extracting these 
telescoping tubes that they stuck into the ground. Once in the ground the 
tubes flew down the trail landing every fifty or more feet in front of the 
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astonished freedom fighters. Some unseen switch was thrown open and in 
that instant a white cloud enveloped all the fighters from both species. 
Blowing against this cloud the orange-reddish flashes seemed to be absorbed 
turning into a pale rose color. It was some kind of force field that was 
displacing the energy of these disintegration charges across its visible area. 


“Major Morak here, Strike Command we need you to get us out of here; 
we’re under attack from Region 1-3-5.” “This is Strike Command we’ve 
isolated this position and are sending out a squadron of Ground Fire saucers 
to take the enemy out. Hang tight major another compliment of Ground Fire 
saucers is closing on your position to extract you and President Justin Cruz 
to Central Command. The others so designated will be taken to Yokow 
Regional Command.” 


Compact white saucers about five hundred feet in diameter were now visible 
above the tree line of the mountain. There were about fifty of these exquisite 
beautifully crafted craft firing pure white beams in all directions at unseen 
attackers. These beams were emanating from an exposed rim of the craft 
that gave the beams a one hundred and eighty degree spread of deadly 
vaporizing power. Major Morak laid a glowing globe on the ground in front 
of him. Another soldier was hastily laying a bag that he’d had on his back on 
the ground. Talking again to seemingly thin air the bag opened and out flew 
hundreds of these golf ball sized globes that expanded in flight to a size 
similar to their full sized cousin on the ground. They flew at a frighteningly 
swift speed dropping to the ground among the troop like bullets in fifty feet 
intervals. Once there they started glowing like the globe at Major Morak’s 
feet. 


“This is Major Morak all Extraction Globes are in place — begin extraction.” 
The lead synthetic organism of the Ground Fire saucers responded 
forthright. “Major, extraction commencing now.” Behind their protective 
force field the solid organic substance of the two species started to faintly 
glow white oscillating between the likenesses of ghosts to emptiness until 
they were all gone. The globes still on the ground were now glowing so 
brightly that the glare from a star would pale in comparison. Beams from all 
the globes sliced into the water vapor of the air leaving little eddies of steam 
as they linked up with small protruding also glowing crystal like globes on 
the Ground Fire saucers. Where the freedom fighters had once stood only 
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rock and footprints remained — the Ground Fire saucers blasted furiously 
from the area leaving a contrail that sent a downdraft that blew down half 
the trees below the tree line. 
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Chapter 20 


Off in the distance Yokow regional field base jutted up iridescently white; 
jammed flush into a barren mountain in the Mojave Desert. Reaching out 
east from its terminus beyond the jagged cliffs sloping down into a dusty 
vast emptiness for miles was a flat expanse hemmed in an incomprehensible 
distance by another mountain range further off. The land was reassuringly 
brown and desolate at least from the perspective of a Zalon. Sue stood with 
her command staff; all mesmerized by what they saw. Major Morak 
standing beside Sue was quite; in an almost trancelike state that Sue and 
other humans would someday more fully comprehend has not being a rude 
gesture. The Major was just replaying all the events of the day utilizing a 
unique feature of his brain that gave it the ability to analyze, correlate, and 
suck the emotional feeling from the events all the while mixing this neuron 
energy into an intellectual mush. This mush of images and feelings was the 
progenitor of all Zalon creative brilliance. 


Spidery machines; no not machines, maybe a new life form not organic or 
machine gracefully moved close to the mountain and on the base landing 
perimeter pointing their many arms that released a white energy. These 
intelligent life machines were skillfully carving the rock with their arms 
moving in concert with the utmost perfection. High up on the mountain was 
this enormous metallic tower with bars protruding straight out in all 
directions like branches of some perfectly proportioned tree. At the end of a 
rapidly expanding landing pad that glistened a crystalline white towards the 
other mountain range in the hazy distance was perched another of these 
metallic towers. 


Taking all this in Sue was especially stunned by the beauty of the 
construction, the clarity of design, and the careful movements of these 
spiderlike robots. There wasn’t a jerky movement to be discerned in the 
giant canvas on which they painted. This precision was a craft, not simply 
cold disinterested precision, but heart felt caring craftsmanship of a caliber 
not yet achievable by a rough emotionally crass humanity. Given time 
humanity just like all other young races would evolve further from their club 
yielding ancestors into a more graceful, reflective species. 
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Those smooth glistening metal trees must have been some sort of force field 
or shield that protected the base from enemy energy blasts. This is because 
every now and then similar to the absorption of the orange reddish light 
when they were extracted from the mountain whole sections of sky would 
expose the shield’s outline as it ate these unholy blasts on a grander scale. 


Centrally located extending out from the mountain cliff in row upon row 
were hundreds of white saucers like the one that was taking them to this 
base. These craft were the Zalon Ground Fire saucers that were specifically 
designed to transport troops, fight enemy craft within a terrestrial 
atmosphere, provide ground support, extract troops, and assist in any other 
capability essential to successfully winning a ground war. They were almost 
exact duplicates in outside appearance to their larger siblings the massive 
Omega white war saucers — they were the linchpins in any Zalon ground 
operation. These smaller craft had been shelved inside Omega saucers ready 
to be ejected into the atmosphere of any planet where ground battles were 
being waged. 


So many questions rushed uncontrollably back and forth in Sue’s mind. She 
wondered; why they were building what seemed to be a permanent base here 
in the desert? What exactly did Major Morak mean when he said that his 
people were sent here to bring tranquility to this planet after vanquishing the 
Tuok, a planet that resides within the Zalon Kingdom? How was it possible 
that humanity was unaware that they were part of some larger kingdom? Just 
how large was this kingdom? Was it a democracy similar to the earthly 
United Kingdom or was it some absolute monarchy? Even with all these 
questions piling up in her consciousness Sue felt more at peace than at any 
time in her life. 


She felt like a child unable to comprehend the larger world’s images 
crisscrossing a fresh impressionable mind. But simultaneous to this feeling 
was a comforting hand of a father holding hers, a reassuring presence that 
would protect her from all the evils that lurked in the unknown veldt. There 
was a kindness emanating from these Zalon’s that was uncalculated and 
straightforward. Their smiles were genuine not the phony pleasant emotional 
displays elicited by human beings because of some unspoken protocol. No, 
the Zalon’s smile was a heart melting reflex coming from a pure soul not 
calloused or scarred by evil. Sue’s instincts told her that humankind would 
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now be safe to take its journey towards perfection. Not perfection in the 
human sense; that brittle, hard, unbendable stasis, but a perfection of spirit; a 
perfection that unshackles the thoughts from their unyielding preconceived 
notions. Perfection founded upon creative energy overflowing beyond all 
barriers formally erected only to maintain status. 


Walking over in a relaxed stride of self-confidence Major Morak made his 
way to where Sue was standing. “Sue General Ridov would also like to meet 
you at Central Command. Your troops in the meantime will be enjoying our 
hospitality in the form of your favorite foods, movies converted to 
holographic form, swimming, comfortable beds, and any other personal 
relaxation that they may desire. I’m sorry for the deviation in plan but 
President Cruz indicated to General Ridov that you were his Vice President 
whom he consulted before reaching any decisions. Sue, he also told General 
Ridov that because of your bravery and intelligence the human race was 
saved from total extinction at least on this continent.” 


Tears began welling up in Sue’s eyes. She had fallen in love with Justin 
gradually over the months that they’d been fighting. A bond had developed 
between them cemented by shared suffering. Justin was always there to 
listen. Sue hurt so badly, it was a clawing emotional pain that ripped her 
heart into pieces that flooded her eyes with a sobbing pain. Justin was there 
when Sue let her son John go; her kind, gentle, innocent son who died in a 
world that could never recognize these gifts until now. 


“Sue, I can’t imagine how hard it’s been fighting this enemy but I can assure 
you the darkness is lifting. I’m so very sorry your people have experienced 
the worst this universe has to offer. Remember this if you ever need a light 
bright enough to light your way — the universe is a beautiful jewel that 
sparkles with a radiance that can never be darkened by any evil.” Holding 
both her hands in his Major Morak smiled with a smile that beamed with 
kindness. 


“Enjoy the ride we’ll be at Central Command in just a few minutes. It’s 
located in a place you call the Sahara Desert.” As Major Morak began to 
turn to head back to the single holographic display Sue spoke softly. “Thank 
you Major.” Turning back to face Sue Major Morak said with respect. “No, 
thank you Sue for saving a good portion of your people and never giving up 
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even when it would have been easier for you; you’ve allowed us to save 
your species instead of bury it. You and Justin are the hero’s on a planet that 
we’re finding gave in to their worst fears — they lacked courage. We’ve 
found many survivors on this continent but few remaining on the others.” 


With this said he turned and went back to the synthetic organism that was 
now displaying within the holographic tube their path ahead, the movements 
of other Ground Fire saucers, and saucer system states. It also showed that 
the bulk of his soldiers had finished landing at Yokow regional field base for 
some much needed R&R. Major Morak was sure that given time his race 
would form a common bond with their new human friends. A friendship 
based on an abiding belief in decency, respect, kindness, and government 
firmly rooted in real untainted democracy. 


About ten freshly deployed Ground Fire saucers were now escorting Sue 
and her command staff to Zalon Earth Central Command somewhere in the 
Sahara Desert. 
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Chapter 21 


“Thank you all for meeting here to discuss the future of your planet. You’ve 
all been briefed on the current military situation, the governmental structure 
of the Zalon Kingdom, and the objectives of this meeting.” Pausing for a 
few seconds to look around at the meager collection of democratic leaders 
seated in a semi-circle General Ridov noticed the emaciated condition of a 
few who’d been days from receiving a parasitic present in an Extermination 
Center when they were rescued. 


“General Ridov we understand the objectives of this meeting but without 
substantial assistance from your government our words are nothing more 
than a mild breeze that will float away forever forgotten.” The German 
Chancellor Heidi Shultz had expressed a concern felt by many in this small 
group of eight. 


“Chancellor Shultz my government is prepared to provide guarantees of 
tangible assistance in the form of rebuilding your cities, re-establishing a 
functioning economy, continuing to feed, clothe, and shelter the people of 
this planet indefinitely if necessary. The resources of the kingdom are 
inexhaustible when harnessed for use on a planetary level. We ask for only 
two things in return; the first that your people establish a global government 
and second that you allow us to maintain the existing military bases on your 
planet. These are stipulations that every member planet within the Zalon 
Kingdom must adhere to in order to be granted full inclusion within the 
kingdom. We’ve already laid out the form of democratic government that 
this planet must adopt in accordance with Section 6-998 of the Milky Way 
Galactic Law.” 


“Surely we’d be able to make minor adjustments to our system of global 
government that reflects our unique circumstances.” 


“Tm sorry Mr. Prime Minister Tambo but in order to insure a process of 
direct representation and an environment free of meddling special interests 
Section 6-998 is a non-negotiable set of laws.” 


“But how can we possibly have our Members of Parliament adhere to such 
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draconian term limits and sequester themselves from all contact with 
individuals or groups representing interested parties or special interests? 
How can we maintain a functioning government without greasing a few 
wheels from time to time?” 


President Cruz wasn’t pleased with the Parliamentary form of government 
that all member planets and star systems must adopt but he felt that this was 
well worth the cost if it meant that all the influence peddling would finally 
come to a screeching halt within the new global government. “Granted there 
are many inconveniences that many of us would find fault with but consider 
the grander picture — the dream of attaining a truly global government 
without thousands of artificial barriers to constrain trade, migration, and 
ideas; all this is now within our grasp. Think of the galaxy that will be 
opened up to our backward species. For once humankind has an opportunity 
to belong to something beyond our wildest dreams — not just a global but 
also a galactic government. We are being offered entrance into the Zalon 
Galactic Parliament through those MP’s that are elected to represent this 
planet — the largest democratically elected body in the entire universe. I’m 
certain that we can overcome our petty differences in order to provide our 
children with a more secure world within an extremely secure galaxy.” 


The eight remaining democratic leaders of Earth some representing larger 
nations and others significantly smaller island nations all shook their heads 
in agreement. This was an opportunity to become a full-fledged member of a 
kingdom that they were already citizens of even though Earth was currently 
classified as a primitive society. 


From a technological, governmental, and cultural standpoint Earth would 
leap frog from the wilds of obscurity and provincialism to ascend the truly 
lofty heights of a first class Zalon star system. The assistance being offered 
by the Zalon government was impressive in scale and breath. The Zalon’s 
were going to rebuild all the earthly cities using the latest construction 
techniques and materials found in the most advanced sectors of the 
kingdom. But aside from the impressive rebuilding effort, knowledge was 
the most precious gift that would be bestowed by the Zalon Kingdom 
transferred by a university system first staffed by renowned professors from 
throughout the galaxy. Sickness would be relegated to the history books, 
poverty abolished, ignorance would never again be the dead weight of 
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society, the greed of a parasitic capitalist system would vanish, and 
inequality would die a quick death in a multi-species democracy where daily 
contact with those who were radically different would diminish any 
perceived differences. 


Impressive was the only word that could adequately describe the freedoms 
bestowed upon full citizens of the Zalon Kingdom. Some of these freedoms 
and benefits were unobstructed freedom of speech, freedom of assembly, 
freedom to form unions, guarantees of privacy, a free educational system all 
the way through to doctorate programs, a free medical system (including full 
dental, and optical), species & race nondiscrimination laws written directly 
into the Milky Way Galactic Law, and many more too numerous to mention 
freedoms and benefits. 


An interesting strain that ran clear though all Zalon governmental and 
societal structures was their concept of total unabridged democratic 
representation regardless of the organization — this included democratically 
constituted businesses. This concept ran afoul with the remaining global 
businesses but given that their block had been reduced to a mere speck of its 
original powerful stranglehold over governments their squawking was 
ignored for the betterment of the majority of earthly society. 


The Zalon’s believed with every fiber of their being that no leadership 
position no matter how insignificant should bend to the tides of favoritism. 
Protections against the powerful railroading the majority into a voiceless 
mass through the exercise of power were codified in their most sacred living 
breathing document of galactic law; the Milky Way Galactic Law. 


Towards the end of the day those remaining eight democratically elected 
leaders made history by representing not just a national interest but also a 
global interest for the betterment of humankind. 


On April 26, 2020 at Zalon Earth Central Command somewhere in the 
Sahara Desert while a fierce battle raged across the planet these leaders 
affixed their signatures to an electronic page floating before their eyes. A 
special page that was similar to the billions of pages found affixed to the 
laws preceding this section of the Milky Way Galactic Law. The only 
difference was the name of the planetary system henceforth called the Earth 
Planetary System. These leaders were the signatories representing their 
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entire race who like those other species who’d preceded them had on their 
special page given full citizenship privileges within the Zalon Kingdom to 
all those who resided within their solar system or star system. 


ae a 2 


Meanwhile, the battles flared in the ground war against the Tuok. With no 
war triangles of any class remaining the Tuok on Earth were alone without 
any support from their tyrannical government. His Excellency the Ultimate 
Ruler of Tuok made it perfectly clear to Commander Harvon Zabon that he 
wouldn’t send reinforcements to perpetuate a war with the Zalon Kingdom 
over a small meaningless periphery planet. Harvon Zabon was on his own in 
this conflict with the Zalon Kingdom. Of course Harvon knew fully what 
was implied in this decision — his Excellency wouldn’t send more troops or 
war triangles to confront an enemy that he knew would win. The Tuok 
legions of evil were just no match against the superior military fielded by 
the Zalon Kingdom. 


Over the next few weeks all those imprisoned and under conversion were 
freed from the Tuok Extermination Centers. Those that had been unfortunate 
enough to have poddlings crawl into their brains had the parasites removed. 
In some cases removal wasn’t sufficient to allow for a full recovery where 
extensive genetic transmutation had occurred. These individuals through the 
marvels of Zalon medical technology went through a reverse genetic 
transmutation using DNA from another human being. Granted, these people 
wouldn’t look or feel quite like themselves even if they could remember 
who they’d been but they were at least granted a new lease on life. 


General Xion had left a contingent of about a thousand Omega class white 
war saucers under the command of General Ridon along with four thousand 
Ground Fire saucers, and four million soldiers to defend this new full- 
fledged entrant into the Zalon Kingdom. Prime Minister Pala (after the 
Zalon Galactic Parliament had passed the “Primitive Full Citizenship 
Inclusion Act”) began sending emissaries to all the primitive worlds within 
the peripheral sectors with the intent being to offer them the same benefits 
of full citizenship extended Earth. It was felt that in order to protect these 
citizens from future incursions by the Tuok the Zalon Kingdom would have 
to begin more actively protecting these distant sectors. This of course 
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required a greater military presence in these sectors with bases on key 
planets that in and of its self-required these citizens to obtain full citizenship 
within the Zalon Kingdom. 


In the last days of the war Harvon died with eyes fixed on his viewing 
screen. Puffs of smoke were coming from all corners of his dark command 
center. The migrating red globes characteristic of all Tuok military 
command decks and centers were dropping to the floor. The last thing 
Harvon saw was a Ground Fire saucer firing its weapon of white energy 
directly at Harvon or so it seemed from the proximity of the saucer to the 
image pickup. With the death of Harvon all resistance to the Zalon Kingdom 
on Earth evaporated. Those Tuok deemed prisoners of war and this included 
those who had surrendered were transported back to their home world 
Yoron in the Andromeda galaxy under a fleet escort of about five thousand 
Omega class white war saucers. Obviously, the Zalon Kingdom didn’t trust 
a tyrannical government especially where the lives of its own people were 
concerned. They didn’t want to give these evil beings the opportunity to 
land a last strike against a fleet that was numerically insignificant hence the 
tremendous fire power accompanying the transfer of these Tuok soldiers 
back to their home world. 


The rebuilding began. 
The future waited patiently for the Zalon Kingdom’s investment in 


humankind to pay dividends in the form of a more reflective, kind, 
empathetic, and intelligent species. 
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Chapter 22 


A transport from Europa (a moon circling Jupiter) docked by extending its 
energy tube towards the Visitor Tower. This particular tower was a good six 
miles up topped by a circular observation deck with multiple docks for 
incoming transports visiting the capital of the Earth Planetary System 
located in Berlin. Pure crystalline towers cut through the air towards the 
stratosphere. A kaleidoscope of colors washed up and down the hundreds of 
towers that pointed sharply out towards space. The Visitor Tower of the 
capital complex had an oscillating flow of many colors that splashed into the 
color pool at its base extending out in a circle covering the grounds of 
Salvation Monument. 


Salvation Monument was connected by a pure white elevated sliding energy 
walkway that ascended three hundred kilometers from ground level above 
the color pool. This energy walkway glided visitors through Leader’s Square 
where immense holographic statues of The Four Leader’s in exacting detail 
were looking and pointing with outstretched arms and forefingers towards 
the heavens. 


Michelle who had just turned fifteen today on this perfectly blue sunny June 
12, 2170 was visiting the capital of EPS with her parents for the first time. 
Having lived her entire life on Europa, Michelle was exhilarated at visiting 
the home world, Earth. Prior to making the trip to this the most populous 
planet in quadrant Alqi — Slqi QQC/Sector Loron she had her synthetic 
organism replay all the history feeds on the Death Time, The Struggle, and 
the Resurrection. 


Michelle and her parents made their way down the Visitor Tower by taking 
a slip tube to the color pool at ground level. Once at ground level they 
stepped onto an energy walkway that rose over the color pool towards 
Leader’s Square. Walking on the spongy energy walkway seemed very 
unusual for Michelle who was only accustomed to feeling the hard solid of 
Comolon metal underneath her feet. When they finally ascended the energy 
walkway assisted by its gripping uplift, the family stopped on the ghostly 
glowing platform at midriff level with The Four Leader’s. Waving her hand 
over the blue activation light Michelle heard a voice from a distant past 
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along with a holographic image floating above the activation light say “On 
both sides of you are The Four Leader’s. Furthest left is the Zalon 
Lieutenant General Xion the military commander for Sector Loron who won 
the Battle of Freedom on February 28, 2020. This was the pivotal event that 
allowed a chain of events to progress which would save the entire human 
race from extinction at the hands of the Tuok.” 


“Standing next to General Xion is President Justin Cruz of the United States 
of America who kept the Tuok forces engaged for nine long arduous years 
depleting their forces enough to allow Sue Preston and her brave Mountain 
Lion’s to save an estimated hundred thousand people from transmutation 
within the Tuok Extermination Centers. President Justin Cruz is also one of 
the signatories of the Milky Way Galactic Law Earth Planetary System 
Page. He was also the first Prime Minister of the Earth Planetary System 
serving the human race with distinction and honor.” A beam of blue light 
traveled over Michelle’s head filling the activation light with blue on the 
other side of the energy platform. 


The distant voice along with the accompanying holographic image of the 
presenter from the other side in a light orange suit stood before Michelle 
continuing his presentation. “Standing before you is Sue Preston who was 
the leader of the Mountain Lion’s. Sue and her Mountain Lion’s fought with 
a ferocity that defied imagination given the overwhelming odds that were 
allayed against her force of freedom fighters. Her freedom fighters badgered 
the Tuok to the point of forcing them to stretch their forces thin across the 
American continent saving the lives of many on all continents. On April 24, 
2020 Sue Preston along with President Justin Cruz made first contact with 
the Zalon force on Mount Dillon.” 


“Prime Minister Justin Cruz’s long tenure as Prime Minister ended abruptly 
a year before he was required by law to leave office per the Zalon 
Governments Tenure Act. The Expansion Party (a breakaway party from the 
Freedom Party) called for new elections during this time of heightened 
colonization of the other worlds within this system. Explicitly backing 
increased funding levels to modernize the new colonies on the other planets 
the newly married Sue Preston now Sue Cruz (an MP belonging to the 
Freedom Party) formed a majority with the Expansion Party and became the 
second Prime Minister of the Earth Planetary System.” 
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“Standing next to Sue Preston is Wayne King whom we know very little 
about other than he was a prominent neurologist captured by the Tuok along 
with many others in the first assault on Denver. After being captured, even 
though he knew with certainty that he would die in an Extermination Center, 
Wayne rose above his feelings of resignation and dejection by helping his 
fellow inmates maintain some semblance of self-respect. Wayne wanted to 
put up some form of resistance in the belief that even small seemingly 
insignificant resistance to tyranny whittles away at the resolve of the 
tyrannical. Starting the Die Fighting resistance movement that perpetuated 
itself by engaging in ‘viral’ chanting Wayne was able to fuse together an 
organization in the brief time before his death. Soft chants could still be 
heard coming from the former inmates when Zalon forces freed them in the 
closing days of The Struggle. It is a testament to the tenacity of the human 
spirit that the Die Fighting resistance movement survived for years even 
though most of its inmate members would meet their death in a horrible, 
undignified, degrading, and painful way usually before their next sunrise or 
sunset. It is empirically impossible to determine if the Die Fighting 
movement that Wayne King started actually degraded any of the Tuok 
systems of terror even minimally but it did allow those facing the most 
humiliating death imaginable to leave with some semblance of dignity.” 


“These four individuals along with many of the unnamed fighters, survivors, 
Zalon soldiers, and others forced to fight an evil that recognized no bounds 
are heroes. The human race would have ceased to exist if it wasn’t for the 
bravery, intelligence, and passionate unwavering determination of these 
leaders.” 


Beyond the platform of Leaders Square lay the Capitol Building floating in 
an artificial lake lit by Edon lights that swirled in eddies to an 
indecipherable rhythm. The buildings supporting beams extended two 
hundred feet below the surface of the water down to an aquatic viewing 
area. This rectangular building was linked across an expanse of lake that 
took a Member of Parliament or a visitor about five minutes to cross on the 
connecting energy walkway at a clip of about thirty kilometers per hour. Up 
above the Great Hallway that was centrally located on either side of the 
Capitol Building was the insignia of the Zalon Kingdom; three purple lines 
of equal length all pointing in a northwesterly direction. To the left of the 
Zalon Kingdom insignia was that of the Earth Planetary System; an image of 
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the planet Earth with two people one on either side engaged in a handshake. 


Over the relatively short period that the Earth Planetary System thrived 
within the Zalon Kingdom all the scourges of a primitive species had been 
washed clean from the dirty wheel of drudgery. The human race was no 
longer a primitive race with a substantial proportion of its population 
languishing in intractable poverty, ignorance, disease, intolerance, injustice, 
and pain. Within only fifty years after becoming a fully integrated member 
of the Zalon Kingdom humanity had achieved an advanced species rating of 
aNNN ranking them almost midway with the rest of the registered Milky 
Way species within the Zalon Kingdom. This was an outstanding 
accomplishment given that most of the other species with this ranking were 
much older races by about a factor of two. After an additional one hundred 
years the Earth Planetary System had reached such an advanced state that its 
species rating was elevated to vCCC; held by only twenty-five percent of the 
most advanced citizens of the Zalon Kingdom. Many innovations in social 
justice and technology were now originating in this former backwater 
peripheral sector of the kingdom. With humanity’s ready acceptance of 
diversity in culture, species, and ideas the Earth Planetary System was 
becoming the most culturally diverse, species integrated system in the 
galaxy. There was already legislation in the Zalon Galactic Parliament put 
forth by MP’s from the Earth Planetary System to revise the ancient 
“Advanced Species Rating System” so that its rating wasn’t directly tied to a 
specific species but instead to a sector or star system. The rational for 
presenting this legislation before the Zalon Galactic Parliament was simple; 
most sectors or star systems weren’t comprised of a single homogenous 
species type but many species that also contributed to the eventual ranking 
of the system or systems where the predominant species resided. Therefore 
it was felt that this minority shouldn’t be invisible in a kingdom that prided 
itself on adhering to a culture of equality, equity, and many other noble 
ideals. 


Progress continued to build upon crescendo after crescendo. Unaffected by 
negative turbulence arising predominantly in cultures of exclusion outside 
the kingdom, prosperity and happiness continued to grow reaching all levels 
of society even those within the once ignored periphery of the galaxy. It was 
a simple mathematical formula that guaranteed that the innate capabilities of 
any species or race would be maximized when all the inhibiting scourges 


161 


resulting from being chained to a condition of primitive stasis were 
removed. All the negative stimuli that perturbed any species towards a 
degenerative cycle of churning in conflicts of an innumerable number and 
type had been eliminated. With this clearing away of obstacles, the negative 
feedback cycle broke in the periphery from which all primitive species had 
ground their lives in; this breaking of the self-perpetuating negative 
feedback cycle that had been fueled by greed and selfishness finally freed 
each individual within these formally backward regions allowing them to 
also reach for the stars. 


How did the Zalon system of government achieve such remarkable success 
in elevating a once primitive set of species in a peripheral expanse 
untouched by enlightened attitudes of thought? Using Earth as an example; 
boundaries most of them artificially contrived that had proliferated to an 
almost infinitesimal degree across the planet prior to the adoption of a single 
government by all the people of Earth and its surrounding planets had been 
removed. Conflicts between this or that nation-state or even less significant 
municipality or region had been eliminated. With no boundaries to make 
trade, travel, relocation, and migration difficult to impossible, on the planet, 
within the planetary system, and across the galaxy, quality of life improved 
markedly. Uniformity ruled the day, with laws, government, and even 
customs mingling, merging, and coalescing. Every citizen within the Earth 
Planetary System and within the Zalon Kingdom could aspire to achieve 
their dreams unimpeded by laws that had simply been designed to insure 
separateness and privilege. 


This ubiquitous seamless societal fabric propelled trade between purely 
geographical areas to new unimagined heights and also insured against some 
of the most abusive business practices. No longer able to scour the planet in 
search of cheaper and cheaper labor resources blocked off within artificial 
governmental boundaries, the businesses within the Earth Planetary System 
and the parent Zalon Kingdom were now forced to operate within a 
genuinely competitive environment. 


Granted, there were also many benefits to conducting business in this 
boundary less society that hadn’t existed prior to the elimination of all 
nation-state governments. With only a single government spanning the 
entire solar system and effectively reaching across a huge Milky Way 
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galaxy business within the Zalon Kingdom had been freed from many of the 
productivity and financial leakages that existed within the prior walled up 
cloistered governments. That’s not to say that business was given free rein 
to engage in any activity that could potentially harm the general society. 
Absolutely not, for a business under Zalon law was not a distinct individual 
but an organizational structure that existed to fulfill the economic needs of 
the citizens of the galaxy not the limitless coffers of a chosen few. This 
meant that those at the top must not siphon off business revenue and profits. 
Being an organizational structure made up of many contributing individual 
citizens including rank and file workers the prior conduct of draining off all 
the revenue inflows and leaving mere drops for workers to fight over within 
their nation-state ‘prisons’ was strictly disallowed under Zalon law. With a 
leveling of the playing field for both business and workers, society reaped 
the benefits from income rich consumers not penny strapped to buy even the 
barest of essentials. Also, those resources that had been devoted to 
redundant capitols, armies, politicians, laws, and all the reams of ‘red tape’ 
sucking time and productive energy from society were now gone. This let 
people concentrate on reaching their goals within an equitable and seamless 
galaxy. 


What had taken place was a rationalization of society into a form that 
operated under a simple precept, if something didn’t benefit the majority but 
instead only a well-healed minority it was deemed societal poison. That 
meant that under existing Zalon law even before the Earth Planetary System 
joined the kingdom lobbying was illegal and term limits for all elected 
officials were strictly enforced. 


Freedom had always meant what it inferred. Freedom was not partial 
freedom, half stilted freedom, or privileged freedom but simply total 
freedom not imprisoned behind bars erected in order to benefit a privileged 
few in their unobstructed pursuit of acquiring absolute power and wealth. 
This was the Zalon creed that splashed passionate color on the black, brown, 
pale colorless hearts of those attempting to perpetuate evil. Evil had been 
eradicated on Earth and in the Earth Planetary System. It could now be 
recognized for what it was — boundless self-absorption. 
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